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To the K.IGHT HONOURABLE 



i 



5 



J O H ISS^Ear/ of Orrery. 



My Lord, 

Lately receivd a Letter from Mrs. 
"Barber ; wherein (he defires my 
Opinion about dedicating her 
Toms to pur Lordjhip 5 and 
feems in Tain to know how far fie may be 
allow 'd to draw your Character ', which is a 

A i Right 




Right claim d by all dedicators. And fie 
thinks this the more incumbent on her, from 
the Curprmng Injlances of your Generoftty 
and Favour that fie hath already recetvd, 
and which (he hath been fo unfafitonable 
to publifi where-ever fie goes. This 
makes her apprehend, that all fie can fay 
to your Lordfiip's Advantage, wtll be in- 
terpreted as the mere Effect of Flattery, under 
the Style and Title of Gratitude. 

J fent her Word, that I could be of no 
Service to her upon this Article i Jet I con- 
fefs, my Lord, that all thofe who are tho- 
roughly acquainted with her, will mpute 
her Encomiums to afincere,but overflow- 
ing: Spirit of Thankfulnefs «*™ l J ir a$ *° 
the humble Opinion fie hath of herfelf Al- 
tho the World in general may poffibp con- 
tinue in its ufual Sentiments, and Itjt her in 
the common Herd of dedicators. 

Therefore, upon the moft mature delibe- 
ration, I concluded that the Office of fettmg 
out your Lordfiip's Character, will not come 
properly from her 9en for her own Reafens, 



~s 
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. J" mean the great Favours you have already 
conferred on her. And God forbid, that your 
Character Jloould not have a much firongtr 
Support. Tou are hourly gaining the Love, 
Efleem, and Refpefl of 'wife and good Men : 

t~ And in due time, tf Mrs. Barber can but 
have a little Patience, you will bring them 
all over in both Kingdoms, to a Man : / 
confefs, the Number is not great 3 but that 
is not your Lordjhips Fault, and therefore, 

- in Reafon, you ought to be contented* 

I guefs the Topicksfbe intends to infijl on-, 
r- Tour Learning, your Genius, your Affability y 
- % Generojity, the Love you bear to your nativ? 
Country, and your CompaJJion for this $ the 
! Goodnefs of your Nature, your Humility, Mo- 
dejly, and Condefcention, your moji agreeable 
Converfatton, fuited to all Tempers, Condi' 
», tions, and Understandings : c Perhaps fhe 
may be fb weak to add the Regularity of 
your Life 5 that you believe a God and Pro- 
vidence 5 that you are a firm Chr'tftian, 'ac' 
cording to the 'Dottrine of the Church efta- 
bliflod in both Kingdoms. 

A 3 Thefe 
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Thefe and other Topicks I imagine Mrs* 
Barber defigns to infifi on, in the dedication 
of her Poems to your Lordjbip •, but I think 
(he twill better flew her Prudence by omit- 
ing them all And yet, My Lord, I cannot 
difapprove of her Ambition, fo jujily placd 
in the Choice of a Patron 5 and at the fame 
Time declare my Opinion, thatfbe deferveth 
jour Protetlion on account of her Wit and 
good Senfs, as well as of her Humility, her 
Gratitude, and many other Virtues. I have 
read moft of her Poems j and believe your 
Lordjbip will obferve, that they generally 
contain fomething new and ufeful, tending 
to the Reproof of fome Vice or Folly, or re- 
commending fome Virtue. She never writes 
on a Subject with general unconnected Topicks^ 
but always with a Scheme and Method dri- 
ving to fome particular End 5 wherein many 
Writers in Verfe, and of fome ^DifiMion, 
are fo often known to fail. In jbort, fhe 
feemeth to have a true poetical Genius, better 
cultivated than could well be expe&ed, either 
from her Sex, or the Scene fhe hath a5ied in y 
as the Wife of a Citizen, let I am affured, 

that 



that no Woman was ever more ufejal to her 
Husband in the way of his Bufinefs. Poetry 
bath only been her favourite Amufement 5 for 
which fie hath one Qualification, that I wifi 
all good 'Poets pojfefsd a Share of; I mean, 
that (he is ready to take Advice, andfubmit 
to have her Verfes corrected, by thofe who 
are generally allow d to be the befi Judges. 

I have, at her Intreaty, fujferdher to take 
dCopy of this Letter, and given her the Li~ 
berty to make it public. For which I ought to 
defireyour Lord/hip's Pardon : But fie was 
of Opinion it might do her feme Service ; and 
therefore I comply d. I am, my Lord, with 
the truefl Ejleem and Refpeft, 

' Tour Lords hip'j & 

Mof Obedient Servant^ 



Jonathan Swi ft. 

Dublin, Auguft 
20. 1733. 



To the RIGHT HONOURABLE 



JOHN, Ear/ of Orrery. 



My Lord, 

LTHO' Dr. Swift, in the 
foregoing Letter to your 
Lordfhip, which he has done 
me the Honour to permit 
me to publifh, hath but {lightly touch'd 
upon your numerous Virtues, as well 
as your Learning and Abilities ; (pro- 
bably 




X Dedication. 

bably with a Defign of leaving me 
Room to enlarge upon each) yet I 
fhould think it as great a Prefumptiori 
in me, to imagine I could add any 
Weight to what he hath fa id, as the 
World would look upon it in an ordi- 
nary Painter, to attempt to fill up a 
Sketch of Raphael. 

Those who know howfearlef? Dr. 
Swift hath ever been in fatirizing 
Vice in the higheft Stations,- will never 
fufpeft his 'Praife of the Great to pro- 
ceed from any thing, but the Defire of 
doing Juftice to uncommon, unfully'd, 
Merit. 

Besides, my Lord, were I ever fb 
zealous and able to do Juftice to your 
Character, yet I am taught by the faiW* 
Dr. Swift, that Characters are never 
fo ill plac'd, or fb little believ'd, m in ; 
^Dedications, of Attempers in Poetry, 
in particular, who feldom fail to cele- 
brate principally the Patrops Libera-, 
lity, for a very manifeft Reafon .But, 

In 



Dedication xi. 

in that Article, your Lordfhip has 
wholly prevented me, by an unaskd 
and continud Bounty, much above 
my Expectation. 

The Expatiating upon the Patrons 
Modefty, generally makes another pom- 
pous Paragraph in Writings of this 
Kind : In this, I mull own, no Dedi- 
cator ever had a more ample Field ; as 
all who know your Lordfhip, will agree ; 
but 'tis fo beaten a Path, that I (hall 
only fay, (what I have often thought) 
that Modefty is to your other Excel- 
lencies, what Butler fays Light is to the 
Moon, 

— Both their Lufire and their Shade. 

I f I lhould, my Lord, attempt to 
number up your many Virtues, I fear 
the World would allow you but little 
Merit from them ; nay, I doubt the 
refining Cafuifts would call fbme of 
them Sins ; they might fay, you have 
fb ftrong a Propenfity to humane and 
generous Actions, that you cannot for- 
bear indulging yourfelf in them. 

The 
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The Goodnefs of your Nature gave 
you an early Difpofition to filial Piety ; 
and filial Piety was eafily improv'd 
into conjugal Fidelity and Affection. 
A good Son, and a good Husband, are 
Characters that include whatever is 
moft amiable in human Nature ; at 
leaft, if Mothers and Wives may be 
allowed for Judges : And we are not 
furprized, or rather, we naturally ex- 
pect, to find in them, the tender Pa- 
rent, the humane Mafter, and the ge- 
nerous Friend. 

It rauft indeed be own'd, that the 
Merit of Genius is of another Species ; 
nor will it ever be thought an eafy 
Task to mine remarkably in a Race, fb 
early and fb long diftinguilh'd for great 
Talents and Accomplifhinents, as the 
Family of Boyle is allow'd to be. 
And therefore this, my Lord, mult 
always make a confiderable Part of 
your Praife, that you add new Luftre 
to your greatelt Predeceflbrs. 

But, 



Dedication. xiii 

But, altho' what Dr. Swift hath 
faid of your Lordfhip, cannot be 
fufpe&ed to proceed from any other 
Motive than Juftice ; yet I have Rea- 
fon to think, his Humanity hath greatly 
influenc'd him, in the Honour he hath 
done me by that Letter ; iince it muft 
be allow'd, that he is not more remar- 
kable for his Genius, than for his 
diftinguiftfd Generofity, in endeavour- 
ing to place the Writings of others in 
an advantageous Light. 

I h a v e often thought, my Lord, 
when I have been reading Dedications, 
that it was very odd in Authors, to 
confefs they had already receiv'd great 
Favours, and yetrequeft a greater, in 
defiring Protection for their Writings: 
But fince it has happend to be my own 
Cafe, I now view it in another Light; 
and affirm, that nothing could .more 
fhew a true Grandeur of Soul- in the 
greateft of Mankind, than #ie fup- 

./..'.: porting 
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xiv Dedication, 

porting the Dependence, which their 
Patronage had encourag'd. 

$o Trovidence on Mortals waits, 
Preferring what it firft creates. 

The quoting thefe Lines from Dr. 
Swift, puts me in mind of a fine 
Reflection of fyis, upon hearing fbme 
generous Actions of your Lordfhips : 
<)ne in particular ; That upon refilling 
to give your Protection, as a Peer, to 
a Perfon in Diftrels, you foften d that 
Refufal, (The EfFeft of your natural 
JLove of Juftice) by a considerable Pre- 
sent. His Reflection was this :' That, 
having no Vices to feed, you had more 
Supplies for Beneficence. 

How fhall I exprefs the Senfe I have 
of that great Goodnefs, wherewith you 
cohdefcended to diftinguifh me, when 
I was a Stranger in England L; and after 
that, bounteoufly to enrich me in 
Ireland, it a Time when my Want of 
Pealtli made your Generofity the more 

valuable ? 
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valuably ? I have your Letter before 
me, wherewith I was honourd upon 
that Occafion : Which thus concludes, 



€C 



If you think you owe any Thanks 
fC on this Account > remember to whom 
fe /hey are due, — to a Being, who, I 
P hope, will one *Day put it in my 
<Power, to /hew my [elf to many other s t 
as well as to you, a Sincere Friend." 






Forgive me, my Lord, for men- 
tioning what you charged me to con- 
ceal ; believe me, k is with the 
utmoft Confufion I knowingly offend 
againft fuch infinite Modefty ; but a 
Favour conferr'd with fb much Virtue 
and Piety, ought never to be hidden ; 
and no Words; but your own, could 
' do it Juftice. 

With what Delicacy do you oblige ? 
The Mind that is .indebted to You, is 
fure never to have Occafion, from your 
Conduct, to make this grating Reflec- 
tion — This I mujl bear for my Obli- 
gations 
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gations. — You, my Lord, haveconde* 
Tcended to treat me with more Good- 
neft, (if poflible) fince I have been £b 
much indebted to you, than before ; 
nor have you ever neglected any one 
. Circumftance that could increafe the 
Value of your Favours. To you, my 
Lord, was given the peculiar Felicity 
of knowing how to treat thofe below 
you, in fuch a Manner, as to * make 
them think it a Bleffing, to have Su- 
periors. This Excellence hath, 1 
doubt not, been happily experienc d 
•by many others ; but furely by none 
more fenfibly, than by, 

My Lord, 

Tour Lordship j 
Mojl Obliged, and 
Mojl Dutiful 

Humble Servant, 



Mary Barber. 
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To the Hon' 1 '. Mifs Carteret, novo Countefi 
' fljfDyfert. * 




AIR Innocence, the Mufes lovelieft 

[Theme! 

X)nA&s of Merc? found thy riftngFame, 
Let others from frail Beauty hope Ap- 

[plaufe i 

Plead thou the Fathetlefs, and Widow's Caufe. 
fly to your Mpther j let each winning Grace 
Engage C.ompaflion for my helplete Race. * 

So fhajl the wond'ring World bje taught from thcnc<> 
Beauty is but yomfecond Excellence, 

* Written when the Lord Carteret was Lord lieutenant tfArc\pidi 
find fent with the Widow Gordon'; Petition. 
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The Widow Gordon's 'Petition * : 
£o the Right Hon* the Lady Carteret. 



W 



EARY'D with long Attendance on the 

[Court, 

You, Madam, are the Wretch's laftRefort. 



Eternal King! if here in vain I cry, 
Where (hall the Fatherlefs and Widow fly? 

How bleft are they, who flccp among the Dead, 
Nor hear their Childrens piercing Cries for Bread ! 

When your lov'd OfF-fpring gives your Soul 

[Delight, 

Refledt how mine are irkfbme to my Sight : 
O think, how muft a wretched Mother grieve, 
Who hears the Want fhe never can relieve ! 

* * Written fir an Officer's Widow, 

An 



On fivcral Occafions* 3 

A N Evil preys upon my helplefs Son, 
( How rtiany Ways the Wretched arc undone ! ) 
Cruel Diftempef ! to aflault his Sight, 
And fob him of his only Joy, the Light ! 
His Anguifli makes my wcary'd Eyes o'crflow^ 
And leads me with unutterable Woe< 

r N o friendly Voice my lonely Manfion cheers ; 

All fly th' Infedion of the Widow's Teats : 
Ev*n thofe, whofe Pity eas'd my Wants with Bread, 
Are noW, OfadReverfe! my greateft Dread. 
My mournful Story will tto mote prevail, 
And ev'ry Hour I dread a difmal Jail : 
•*■ I ftart at each imaginary Sound, 

And Horrors have eticompafs'd me around. 

Tremble, ye Daughters, who at Ea(e recline, 
Left you fhould know a Mifery like mine, 

B * Ye 
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Ye now, unmov'd, can hear the Wretched moan $ 
And feel no>Wants> yourfelves opprefs'd by none 3*. 
FJy from the Sight of Woes ye will notfhare,. . ^ 
And leave the helplefs Orphan to deipair. 
But know, that dreadful Hour is drawing-near* • • 
When you'll be treated, as you've a&ed here: ;' . l 
To you no more the Wretched fhall complain j * « 
Twill be your Turn to weep, and fue in vain. 

N o x To the Fair, with godlike Mercy blcft, . 
Who feels another's Anguifh in her Breaft 5 - 

Who never hears the Wretched figh in vain, . 
Herfelf diftrefs'd till (he relieves their Pain/ 

T h is Fame reports, fair Carteret, of you ? - ^ 
This bleft Report encouraged me to fue. 
OAngel-Goodnefs, hear, and eafe my Moan, 
Nor let your Mercy fail in me alone ! 
So at the laft Tribunal will I ftand, 
Wirh *ny poor Orphans^ plac'd on either Hand 5 

There, 
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There, with my Cries, my Saviour I'll affail ; 
( for at His Bar the Widow's Tears prevail ) 
That me, who made the Fatherlefs her Care, 
The £ iplpejs of qeleftial Joy« may fhare * 
That flw *C:r^vP^£ Glory may receive, . ' ' •' 
Who fnatch'd me-FromDeftraAicm, and the Grave. 
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Written in the Conclufion of a Letter to Mt. 
Tickcl, intreating him to recommend the 
Widow Gordon $ Petition. 

T7 1 TERN ALKing, is there one FJoui> 
% ^ -- ^ To make me greatly blefs'd J 
When fhall 1 have it in my Pow"? 
To fuccour the Dtftrefs'd i 

In vain, alas! my Heart overflows 

With \ifelpfs Tenderncfsj 
Why muft I feel Another's Woes, 

And cannot make them lefs? 

Yet I this Torture muft endure j 

Tis not referv'd for me 
To cafe the Sighing of the Poor, 

Pr fet the Prifnejs free. 

JTrut 



On feveral Occafions. 
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A True TALE. 

A Mother, who vaft Plcafurc finds 
In modelling her Childrens Minds * 
With whom, in exquifite Delight, 
She pafles many a Winter Night 5 
Mingles in ev'ry Play, to find 
What Byafs Nature gave the Mind ; 
Refolving thence to take her Aim, 
To guide them to the Realms of Fame $ 
And wifely make thofe Realms their Way 
To Regions of eternal Day 5 
^ach boift'rousPaflion tocontroul? 
And early humanize the Soul 5 
In fimple Talcs, befidc the Fire, 
The npblcft Notions would infpire : 

B 4 Hcl 
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Her Children, confeious of her Care, 
Tranfportcd, hung around her Chair, 

Of Scripture-Heroes flic would tell, 
Whofe Names they lifp'd, ere they could fpell : 
The Mother then, delighted, fmiless 
And fliews. the Story on the Tiles* 

A t other Times, her Themes would be 
The Sages of Antiquity 5 
Who left immortal Names behind, 
By proving Blelfings to their Kind, 
Again, fhe takes another Scope, . 
And tells of A ru> 1 s o n, and P o p e % 

S t u d 1 o u s to let her Children know 
The various Turns of Things below j — • 
How Virtue here was. oft oppcefs'd, 
To fliinc more glorious with the Blefc'd j 



Told 



On fever al Occafions. - 

| Told Tully's and the Gracchi's Doom, 

The Patriots, and the Pride of Rome* 
Then blefs'd the Drapers happier late, 

I Who fav'd> and lives to guard the State. 

Some Comedies gave great Delight, 
And entertain d them m^ny a Night: - 
Others could no Admittance find, 
i Forbid, as Poifon to the Mind ; 

Thofe Authors Wit antf 5enfe, laid Oif, 
But heighten their Ijmpjety, 

This happy Mother met, one Day, 
The Book of Fables, ' writ by G a y ; 
And told her Children, Here's a Treafure, 
A Fund of Wifdom, and of Pleafure ! 
Such Morals, and fo finely writ $ 
Such Decency, gpodSenfe> and Wit I 
Well has the Poet found the Art, 
To raife tip Mind, and mend the Heart. 



p 
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Her 
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Her f av'ritc Son the Volume feiz'd ; 
And, as he read, feem'd highly pleas'd $ 
Made fuch Reflections e^ry Page j 
The Mother thought above his Age j 
Delighted read, but fcarce was able 
To finilhthe concluding Fable. 

What ails my Child? the Mother cries: 
Whofe Sorrows now have fill'd your Eyes * 
O dear Mamma, can he want Friends, 
Who writes for fuch exalted Ends ? 

i 

O bafe, degenerate human Kind ! 
Had I a Fortune to my Mind, 
Should Gay complain* But now, alas! 
Thro' what a World am I to pafc i 
Where Friendfhip is an empty Name, 
And Merit fcarc»ly paid in Fame i 



Resolv'd 
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R e s o l v*d to lull his Woes to Reft, 
She tells him, He fhould hope the beft : 
This has been yet G a y's Cafe, I own 5 
But now his Merit's amply known. 
Content that tender Heart of thine : 
He'll be the Care of Caroline. 
Who thus inftru&s the royal Race, 
Muft have aPenfion, or a Place. 

Mamma, ifyoi^ereQuEEN, fayshe, 
And fuch a Book were writ for me, 

I find 'tis fo much to your Tafte, 

That Gay wquld keep his Coach at lpaft 

My Son, what you fuppofe, is true: 
I fee its Excellence in you. 
Poets who write to mend the Mind, 
A royal Recompense fliould find, 



But 
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But I am barr'd by Fortune's Frowns, 
From the bejk privilege- p£ Crowns* •/. - 
The glorious/ godlike Pqw't ta blefs, ; 
And raife up Merit fn Diftreii. 

But, dear Mamma, \\ Jong to know, 
jWere you the Qvp x *r, what you'd beftow. 

What I'd beftow, fays Jbe, my Dear i ~ 
At leaft, a thoufandTounds a Tear. 






Written 



On fever al Occqfions. i j 

Their beauteous, well-compa£ted Feathers 
Are Coats of Mail againft all Weathers * 
Enamell'd, to Relight the Eye s 
Gay, as the Bow. that decks the Sky. 
The Beafts are cloatfrd with beauteous Skins : 
The Fifhes arm'd with Scales and Fins ; 
Whofe Luftre J,ends the Sailer Light, 
When all the Stars are hid in Night. 

O we re our Dreis contrived like thefc, 
ForUfe, for Ornament, andEafe! 
Man only feems to Sorrow born, 
Naked, defencelefs, and forlorn. 

Yet we have ifoi/fo, to fupply 
What Nature did to Man deny : 
Weak Viceroy ! Who thy Pow'r will own, 
When Cuftom has ufurp'd thy Throne > 
In vain did I appeal to thee, 
Ere 1 would wear his Livery 5 

Who, 
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Who, in Defiance to thy Roles, 
Delights to make us ad like I*ools< 
O'er human Race the Tyfant *eign$V 
And binds them in eternal Chains. 
We yield to his defpotic Sway, 
The only Monarch All obey* 




An. 
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An unanswerable Jpology for the Riefa 

\ LL-bountcousHeav'n, C aft alio ctie$i 
^ With bended Knees, and lifted Eyes, 
\Vhen (hall I hare the Pow'r to blcf$, 
And ralfe up Merit in Diftrefs ? 



ti o w do our Hearts deceive us here 1 
He gets ten thou&nd Pounds a Year> 
With this the pious Youth is able 
To build, . and plant, and keep a Table. 
Biit then the Poor he muft not treat : 
Who asks the Wretch, that wants to eat i 
Alas ! tb eafe their Woes he wtfhes $ 
But eanntft live without Ten Diflie* : 
Tho" Six tfoiild ferve a$ well, 'tis true ; 
But one muft live, as others do. 
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He now feels Wants unknown before, 
Wants ftill increafing with his Store. 
The good C aft alio muft provide 
Brocade, and Jewels, for his Bride. 
Her Toilet fhines with Plate embofs'd j 
What Sums her Lace and Linen coft ! 
The Cloaths that muft his Perfon grace, 
Shine with Embroidery, and Lace* 
The coftly Pride of Per/tan Looms* 
And Guidos Paintings, grace his Rooms. 
His Wealth Caftalio will not wafte * 
But muft have ev'ry thing in Tafte* 
He's an OEconomift oonfeft t 
But what he buys, muft be the beft : 
for common Ufe a Set of Plate $ 
Old China, when he dines in State 3 
A Coach and Six* to take the Air; 
Befides a Chariot, and a Chair. 
All thefe important Calls fupply'd, 
Calls of Neceffity, not Pride, 



s 
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His Income's regularly fpent 5 

He fcarcely faves to pay his Rent. 

No Man alive would do more Good, 

Or give more freely, if he cou'd. 

He grieves, whene'er the Wretched fuc 5 

But what can poor Caftalio do ? 

Would Heav'n but fend tenthoufand more, 
He'd give * « juft as he did before. 



^ 




C 1 Written 



to POEMS 



Written for my Son, andfpoken by him at 
School tofome of the Fellows of the Col- 
lege 0/ Dublin ^ at a public Examination 
for Vigors. 

WHEN Athens was for Arts ajid Arms rc- 
[nown'd, 
Olympic Wreaths uncommon Merit 

[crown'd. 

Thefe flight Diftin&ions from the Learn'd and Wife, 
Convey'd eternal Honour with the Prize : 
*Twas this, the gen'rous Love of Fame infpir'd, 
And Grecian Brcafts with nobleft Ardor fir'd. 



Tor like Rewards like Judges we implore : 
Immortal Fame, with Grecian Arts, reftore: 
Our growing Merit with Indulgence view $ 
And fure you'll favour what diitiijguifh'd you. 

Leave 
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L e a v Elgnoranccand Sloth to Scorn and Shame i 
But crown the Worthy with immortal Fame $ 
And Fame, conferral by you, can never fail : 
What Men have purchased, they of Right entail. 
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The Trodigy. A "Letter to a Friend in 
the Country. 



T 



HO' Rhyme ferves the Thoughts of great 

[Poets to fetter, 

It fets off the Senfe of fmall Poets the better. 



When Tve written in Profe, I often have found, 
That my Senfe, in a Jumble of Words, was quite 

[drown'd. 

InVerfe, as in Armies, that march o'er the Plain, 
The leaft Man among them is feen without Pain. 
This they owe to good Order, it muft be allow'd j 
Elfe Men that are little, are loft in a Croud- 



S o much for Simile : Now, to be brief, 
The following Lines come to tell you my Grief. 
Tiswelll can write; for I fcarcely can fpeak, 
I'm fo plagu'd with my Teeth, which eternally ake. 

When 
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When the Wind's in the Point which oppofes the 

[South, 

For Fear of the Cold, I can t open my Mouth : * 
And you know, to the Sex it muft be a Heart-hrqak- 
To have any Diftemper, that keeps them from fpeak- 

Wh e n firft I was fiient a Day and a Night, 
The Women were all in a terrible Fright. 
Supplications to Jove, inanlnftant, they make — 

" Avert thePortent aWomannotfpeakl 

" Since Poets are Prophets, and often have fung, 
* l The laft Thing that dies in a Woman's her Tongue j 
u OJove, for what Crime isSaj>f>hirath\i$cuT{ki 
" Tis plain by her Breathing, her Tongue has dy'd 

[firft. 

" Ye Powers celeftial, tell Mortals, what Caufe 
" Occafions Dame Nature to break her own Laws > 
" Did the Treacher live npw, from his Text he muft 

[run ; 

" Andowntherewasfomething newujidcrthe Sun. 
v OJove, for the future this Puniihment fparc 4 
f ? And all other Evils ye'll ^illingly bear. " 



C 4 The^ 



14 POEMS 

Then they throng to my Houfc, and my Maid 

[they befecch, 

To fay, if her Miftrefs had q&ite loft her Speech. 
^>//readily own'd, what they heard was too true $ 
That To-day I was dumb, give the Devil Jus Due : 
And frankly confefs'd, were it always tjie Cafe, 
No Servant could e'er have a happier Place. 

W h b n they found it was Fa£t, they began all to 

pear me » 

And, dreading Infe&ion, would fcarcely cpme near 

[me; 

Till a Neighbour of mine, who was famous fbt 

[Speeching, 

Bid them be of good Cheer, the Difeaff was not 

[catching $ 

And offer d to prove, from Authors good Store, 

That the like Cafe with this never happen'd before * 

And if Ages to come fhould refemble the paft ? 

As 'twas the firft Ipftance, it would be the laft. 

Yet againft this Diforder we all ought to drive : 

Were I in her Cafe, I'd been bury'd alive. 

Were I one Moment filent, except in my Bed, 

My good- natur'd Husband would fwear I was dead. 

The 
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The next faid, her Tongue was fomuch in her 

tPowV, 

She was fullenly filent almoft - — half an Hour : 
That, to vex her good Man, (he took this Way to 

[tea%e him* 

Put foon left it off, when (he found it would pleafe 

[him: 

And vow'd, for the future, (he'd make thcHoufe ring * 
For when fbe was dumb, he did nothing but fing. 



Quite tir'd with their Talking, I held down 

[my Head: 

So flie who fat next me, cry'dout, I was dead. 
They cjril'd for cold Water to throw in my Face ; 
Give her Air 9 give her Air ~ and cut tpen her Lace* 
SaysgoodNdghbouri^/^YouVeoutofyourWittj 
She oft, to my Knowledge, has thefe fulien Fits x 
Let her Husband come in, and make one Step that's 
My Life for't, the Woman will foon find her Tongue; 
You'll foon be convine'd ■ O' my Confcicncct 

[he's here — —» 

Wfy tyhafs $H tbisRtmt?-~ ArejwfuUen, my 

This 
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This ftruck them all filent 5 which gave me fomc 

[Eafe, 

And made them imagine they'd got my Difeafe. 

So they hafted away in a terrible Fright 5 

And left me, in Silence, to pafs the long Night. 

N o t the Women alone were fear -d at my Fate ; 
'Twas reckoned of dreadful Portent to the State. 
When the Governors heard it, they greatly were 

[troubled » 

And, whilft I was filent, the Guards were all doubled : 

The Militia Drums beat a perpetual Alarm, 

To rouze up the Sons of the City to aon. 

A Story was rumour'd about from * Lambey, 

Of a powerful Fleet, that was feen off at Sea. 

With Horror all lift to the terrible Tale 3 

The Barrifters tremble, the Judges grow pale * 

To the Caftle the frighted Nobility fly 5 

And the Council were fummon'd, they could not 

[tcllwhyj 
f AJmall Jjland near Dublin. 

The 
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The Clergy in Crouds to the Churches repair $ 
And Armies, embattled, were feen in the Air. 



Why they were in this Fright, I have lately been 
It fe'ems, it was furig by a c Druido£ old, 
That the H a n o v e r Race to Great-Britain fhpuld 

feomej 

And fit on the Throne, till a Woman grew dumb. 



As foon as this Prophecy reach'd the Pretender, 
He cry'd out, My Claim to the Crown Ifurrendtr. 




SINCE' 
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SINGER ITT. AToem. 

Occajkrid by a Friend's refenting feme 
Advice I gave. 



I. 
&INCERirr, what arc thy Views I 

No more my Breaft attend. 
By thee, alas! we often lofe, 

But feldom gain a Friend. 



IL 
No more with dang'rous Zeal prefume 

To warn whom you efteem : 
Be wife, or I forefee your Doom j 

Impertinence you'll fcem. 
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HI. 

A thoufand Ills from thee I've found 3 
Athoufand morel fear. 

In Worlds like this, fhould you abound i 
What Bus'ncfs have you here i 

IV. 
But if you ftill mufl haunt my Breaft, 

To Defarts we'll repair j 
Or feek the Manfions of the Blcft ; 

They know your Value there. 
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To T>r. Richard Helfhatn. 

Upon my Recovery from a dangerous Fit of 
Sicknejs. 

XT* OR fleeting Life rccall'd, for Health reftor'd, 
-*" Be firft the God of Life and Health ador'd ; 
Whofe boundlefs Mercy claims this Tribute due : 
AndnexttoHeav'n, I owe my Thanks to you* 
To you, who feel the Eafe your Med'cincs give, 
And, in reviving Patients, doubly live 5 
You, who from Nature's Di&ates never ftray 5 
But wifely wait, till (he points out the Way : 
Where-e'er fhe leads, unerring, yoUpurfue 
Her mazy Syftem, op'ning to your View, 

In you rcviv'd we Rat cliff's Genius fee, 
Heighten'd by Learning and Humanity. 

With 
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WithEafc all Nature's Secrets you explore, 
And to the nobkft Heights of Science foar. 
Your Thoughts, unbounded, travel with the Sun } 
And fee attendant Worlds around him run 5 
f Which trace their diftant Courfes thro* the Sky, 
Nor fly his Throne too far, nor prefs too nigh* 
The wife and wond'rous Laws you clearly know, 
Which rule thofe Worlds above, and this below. 
The World of Life, which we obfeurely fee, 
In all its Wonders, is furvey'd by thee : 
And-thouinev'ryPartcanft fomething find, 
To praife thy Maker, and to blefs thy Kind : 
Quick to difcern, judicious to apply, 
Your Judgment clear, and piercing, as your Eye: 
Ev'n Med'cines, in your wife Prefcriptions, plcafe; 
And are no more the Patient's word Difeafe. 
Goodnefs, and Skill, and Learning left than thine, 
Rais'd M s c u l a p i u s to the Realms divine. 



To 
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To Mrs. 

f^ELIA, when you oblige again, 
^^ Subdue that haughty Eye: 
lUther than Infolence Main, 

Who would not wilh to die? 
A grateful Heart will own the Debt, 
But, O! muft feel It withRogret. 
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To the Right Hon hie . the Lady fiowaget 
Torrington, with fome Verfes her La- 
dyfbip commanded me to find her. 

X X 7 H E N you command, the Mufc obeys* 

Proud to prefent her humble Lays. 
Of writing I'll no more repent, 
ftor think my Time unwifely fpent ^ 
IfVerfc the Happinefs procures 
Of pleafing fuch a Soul as yours. 

Endless Anxiety, I find, 
Hath dire Effe&s upon the Mind : 
A Life of unfuccefsful Care 
Too often finks us to D'efpair* 
From fuch a Life as this, I chufe J 

To (hatch fome Moments for the Mufe $ 

t> To 
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To flight Mortality, and foar 
To Worlds where Anguiffi is no more j 
forget I erne's wretched State, 
Tho* doom'd to fhare her cruel Fate $ 
Deftin'd to pafsmyjoylefsDays, 
Where Poverty, relentlefs, preys j 
And form'd, unhappily, to grieve 
For Miferies I can't relieve. 

9 

From giving Wealth my Hands arc ty *d * 
That great Felicity's deny'd. 
Yet have I fometimes the Delight, 
To help a Wretch by what I write 5 
To make fomc happier Bofoms melt j 
And heal the Woes they never felt. 

ToTorrington, whofc gen'rous Breaft 
Delights in railing theDiftrefs'd, 

Adding 
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Adding new Honour to her Blood, 
By all the Ways of doing Good, 
How needlefs is the Poet's Art 5 
Since He, that made, enlarg'd her Heart ? 



** 
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Written for my Son, and Jpoken . ly him in 
School, upon his Mafters firfi bringing 
in a Rod. 

/^VURMafter, in a fatal Hour, 

^~^ Brought in this Rod, to fhew his Pow'r. 

O dreadful Birch ! O baleful Tree ! 

Thou Inftrument of Tyranny ! 

Thou deadly Damp to youthful Joys ! 

The Sight of thee our Peace deftroys. 

Not Damocles, with greater Dread, 

Beheld the Weapon o'er his Head. 

That* Sage was furely more difcerning, 
Who taught to play us into Learning, 
By 'graving Letters on the Dice : 
May Heav'n reward the kind Device, 

* See Locke uftn Education. 

And 
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And crown him with immortal Fame, 
Who taught at once to read and game ! 

* T a k e my Advice 5 puriae that Rule s 
You'll make a Fortune by your School. 
You'll foon have all the elder Brothers, 
And be the Darling of their Mothers. 

O m a y I live to hail the Day, 
When Boys (hall go to School to play I 
To Grammar Rules we'll bid Defiance $ 
For Play will then become a Science. 

* Xtming to his Mafler. 
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Occajhnd ly feeing fame Verfes written ly 
Mrs. Conftantia Grierfon, upon the fDeath 
of her Son. 

r I ^H I S mourning Mother can with Eafe explore 
The Arts of Lot turn, and the Grecian Store ; 
Was early learn'd, nay more, was early wife 5 
And knew the Pride of Science to defpife 5 
Left Men to take afluming Airs from thence 5 
And feem'd unconfeious of fuperior Senfc. 
Yet, ah ! how vain to guard the SquI, we fee* 
Are the beft Precepts of Philofophy ! 
Sec Nature triumph o'er the boafted Art, 
Ev'nin a*SoLON's, and Const a n t 1 a's Heart, 
See how fhe mourns her Son s untimely Doom, 
And pours her Woes o'er the relentlefs Tomb, 

* See Plutarch'j Life tf Solon, 

§OFTEN, 



On fever al Occdftons. j 9 

Soften, kindHeav'n, her fccming rigid Fate, 
With frequent Vifions of his blifsful State : 
Oft let the Guardian- Angel of her Son 
Tell her in faithful Dreams, His Task is done j 
Shew, how he kindly led her lovely Boy 
To Realms of Peace,, and never-fading Joy. 

Then, for a while, reverfe his happy Fate ; 

Shew him ftiil here, ftill in this wretched State : 

Shew the falfe World, reducing him from Truth $ 

And paint the flipp'ry, dang'rous Paths of Youth : 

Shew him, in riper Years, befet with Snares, 

Weary'd with ftruggling thro' unnumber'd Cares : 

Convey him thence to Life's remoteft Stage, 

To feel the dire Calamities of Age $ 

Opprefs'd with Sorrows, with Diftempers torn. 

Or rack'd with Guilt, much harder to be borne, 

Raife the Diftrefs 5 and let her darling Care, 

©iftrafted in the Horrors of Defpair, 

D a The 
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The dreadful Scene of Judgment op'ning fee, 
And, trembling, plunge into Eternity. 



TifEN ask her, Would (he call him down from 
To hazard fuch a difinal Doom as this i 
That flic may learn to Be refign'd from thence, 
And blefs the Guardian Hand, that fnatch'd him 

[heace. 




To 



On fever at Occafions. 4 1 
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Zo the Right Honourable the Lady Elizabeth 
Brownlow, upon defiring me to fend her 
feme of my ^Poems. 

\ T 7H O can the hardeft Task refufc, 

When lovely Lady Betty fues i 
If her Requefts Refiftance find, 
It muft be from the Deaf and Blind. 




The 
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^RESOLUTION. 

' I ^HE Favours of Fortune I once hop'd to gain, 
" And often invoked her, but ever in vain. 

She defpis'd my Addreffes, which gave me fuch Grief, 
I flew to the Mufes, in Hopes of Relief. 
Ah Wretch that I was ! I might very well know, 
Twas the Method to make her for ever my Foe. 
They laugh'd at the Goddefs, and bid me defpife her . 
But Time and Experience have made me grow wifer. 
This unhappy Miftake I refolve to repair. 
O Fortune ! thy Votaries muft ferfevere* 




Written 
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Written for my Son in his Sicknefs> to on$ 
of his Schoolfellows. 

TT Little thought that honeft Dick 

Would flight me fo, when I was fick. 

Js he a -Friend, who only ftays, 

Whilft Health and Pleafure gild our Days 5 

Flics, when Difeafe our Temper fours, 

Nor helps to pafs the gloomy Hours ? 

S a y s my Mamma, who loves to make 

Refle&ions for her Childrens fake i 

You fee how mortal Friendship ends — r 

My Child, fecure celeftial Friends : 

Make Heav'n your chief, your early Care* 

You 11 meet no Difappointment there. 

Build not on Length of Days, my Son ; 

J-ife'slorigeft Race i$ quickly runt 

I-ay 
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Lay hold on ev'ry coming Hour 5 
Do all the Good that's in your Pow'r : 
This will the finking Heart fuftain, 
When Cordials are difpens'd in vain ; 
Aflwage the racking Pains, that feize 
On Limbs devoted to Difeafe 5 
The Place of fleeting Friends fupply 5 
Pour balmy Slumbers on thine Eye* 
Shield thee from Terrors of the Night, 
And wing thy Pray'rs to Realms of Light 5 
Thy ev'ry painful Care difmifs, 
And crown thee with eternal Blifs. 




Written 
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Written at Tunbridge- Wells. 

fTo the Right Honourable the Lady Barbara 
North, weapon d by feme of the Company' s 
faying they would go to * Faint-Fair, and 
afraTlay. 

*T N fome few Hours wc muft repair, 
A To aft, like Thefpis, in the Fair: 
And, as our Stage is of a Piece 
With that tranfoiitted down from Green* 
Some PowY celeftial muft unfold 
Our Fable, too obfeurely told : 
And, fince it helps the Poet's Art, 
When A&o?6 Jpeak and look their Parr 5 
Wonder not, fair One, that we fue, 
The Goddefs may be play'd by you. 



Near Tur&ridge- Wells. 



•*■ 



Upon 
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Upon feeing a Raffle for Addifon'i Works 
unfiird. 

%T% gentle Beaux, and thoughtlefs?Belles> 
-** Who gaily rove at TwnbrUge-Wells, 
With Pockets full, and empty Looks, 

Raffling for ev'ry Toy bat Books : 

Should A d d i s o n's immortal Page 
(The Glory of his Land and Age) 
Want two Subfcriptions to be full, 
The World will dare pronounce you dull. 



Be wife fubferibe— - and (hew, at leaft, 

That you have one Pretence to Tafte. 
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To a Lady at Bach. 

XT' L AVI A y ilnce Conqucft is your Aim, 
111 point you out the Way 5 

And give you an unerring Scheme 
For univerfal Sway. 

Since Nature gave a Form fo fair* 
Why will you pra&ife Art i 

Which ferves too oft to fhew the Snare, 
And warn the heedkfs Heart. 

Those Eyes could never fail to kill; 
But lofe their Force by too much Skill. 
Learn then to captivate the Age, 
From beauteous, unaffefted * Page. 



* Tht HmnrMe Mrs* Page, 



The 
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The Oak and its Branches. A Fable. 

Occajfond by feeing a dead Oak beautifully 
encompafsd with Ivy. 

\ N Oak, with fprcading Branches crdwtfd* 

^ **• Beheld an Ivy on the Ground, 

Expos'd to ev*ry trampling Beaft, 

That roam'd around the dreary Wafte. 

The Tree of Jove, in all his State, 

With Pity view'd the Ivy's Fate 3 

And kindly told her, She {hould find 

Security around his Rind : 

Nor was that only his Intent, 

But to bellow fome Nourishment. 

THE Branches (aw, and grieved to fee 
Some Juices taken from the Tree. 
Parent, fay they, in angry Tone, 
Your Sap (hould nourilh us alone : 

Why 
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Why fhould you nurfe this Stranger-Plant, 
With what your Sons, in time, may want ) 
May want, to raife us high in Air, 
And make us more diftinguifh'd there. 

'Tis Well the Parent-Tree reply'dj 

Muft I, to gratify your Pride, 

Aft only with a narrow View 

Of doing Good to none but you ? 

Know, Sons, tho* Jove hath made me great^ 

I am not fafc from Storms of late* 

Is it not prudent then, I pray, 

To guard againft another Day i 

Whilft I'm alive, Tou crown my Head i 

This graces me alive, and dead. J 




An 
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An Apology written for my Son to his 
Mafier y who had commanded him to 
write Verfis on the tDeath of the late 
Lord • 

T Beg your Scholar you'll excufe, 

Who dares no more debafe the Mufe. 
My Mother fays, If e'er (he hears, 
I write again on worthlefs Peers, 
Whether they're living Lords, or' dead, 
She'll box the Mufe from put my Head. 

Sir, let me have no more, Ihe cry'd, 
Of Pancgyricks, ill apply'd : 
For Praife, ill-plac'd, adds no more Grace, 
Than Jewels to Sammthd* Face 5 
Whofe Luftre ferves to let us fee 
Both Folly, and Deformity, 

Written 
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Written for a Gentlewoman in fDiJlrefs. 

To her Grace A del id a, Dut chefs of 
Shrewsbury. 

\ Jt IGHT I inquire the Rcafons of my Fatc^ 

Or with my Maker dare cxpoftulate 5 
Did I, in profprous Days, defpife the Poor, 
Or drive the friendlefs Stranger from my Door ? 
Was ndt my Soul pour'd out for the Diftiefs'd? 
Did I not vindicate the Poor opprefs'd > 
Did hot the Orphan's Cry with me prevail ? 
Did I hot weep the Woes I could not heal > 
Why then, Thoti gracious, Thou all- pow'rful God, 
Why do I feel th' Oppreffor's Iron Rod ? 
Why thus the Scorners cruel Taunts endure, 
Who bafely fret the Wounds, they will not cure? 

E % O 



ft poems 

O Thou, whofc Mercy^does to All extend, 
Say, fhall my Sorrows never, never, end I 
Let not my Tears for ever, fruitlefs, flow $ 
Commifcrate a Wretch, o'erwhelm'd with Woe $ 
No longer let Diftrefs my Bofom tear : 
O fhield me from the Horrors of Deipair ! 

Forgive me, Madam, that I thus impart 
The Throbs, the Anguifh, of a breaking Heart. 
Oft, when my weary'd Eyes can weep no more, 
To footh my Woes, I read your Letters o'er. 
Goodnefs, and Wit, and Humour, there I find 5 
And view with Joy thofe Pi&ures of your Mind > 
With Pleafure on the lov'd Refemblance gaze, 
Till peaceful Slumbers on my Eye-lids feize. 
Then, then, Imagination glads my Sight 
With tranfien; Images of paft Delight \ 
My aking Heart of cv'ry Care beguiles; 
Then Talbot lives, and Adelida fmilcs. 

Delight- 
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Delightful Forms ! why will you fleet away, 
And leave me to the Terrors of the Day \ 
In vain from Reafon I expeft Relief* 
For lad Reflexion doubles ev ry Grief. 
Some of my Friends in Death's cold Arms I fee 5 
Others, tho, living, yet are dead to me ? 
Of Friends, and Children both, I am bereft, 
And foon muft lofe the only Blefling left 5 
A Husband form'd for Tendernefs and Truth, 
The lov'd, the kind Companion of my Youth 5 
With him, thro* various Storms of Fatelpafs'd 5 
Relentlefs Fate! — And muft we part at laft ? 
O King of Terrors, 1 invoke thy PowV-j 
Oh ! jftand between me and that dreadful Hour 5 
From that fad Hour thy wretched Suppliant fave 5 
Oh ! Oiield me frojn it ! — — Hide me in the Grave ! 



E 3 Written 



54 



O 



M 




Written for my Son, to fome of the Fellows 
of the College , who took care of the School 
in his Majlers Ahfence. 



w 



E of late had a terrible Rout in our Houfe 5 
If I happen'd to fpeak, I was fure of a 

[Soufe. 

My Mamma had the Tooth- ach, and I felt the 

[Smart-— 

O * Steely I for ever will value thy Art : 

Both Children, and Servants, to thee are beholden 5 

Let them dp what they would, they were fure of a 

[Scolding. 

Athenians, 1 humbly befeech you, explain, 
Why the Tongue cannot reft, when the Teeth arc 

[in Pain. 
% lite Name of the Tooth-drawer. 




J Let- 
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A Letter written for my ^Daughter to a 
Lady, who hadprefented her with a Cap. 

XT' OUR late kind Gift Jet me reftore; 

For I muft never wear it more. 
My Mother cries, " What's here to do? 
<€ A Crimfon Velvet Cap for you ! 
" If to thefe Heights fo foon you climb, 
" You'll wear a Crachmans Cap in time : 
" Perhaps on Palfry pace along, 
u With ruffled Shirt, and Tete-Moutton j 
" Banifti the Woman from your Face, 
* And let the Rake fupply the Place 5 
" Delighted fee the People ftare, 
" And ask each other what you are ? 

If (he goes on to this dull Tune, 
Poor I muft be a Quaker foon. 

E 4 She'll 
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She'll fcarcely let me wear a Knot; 
JBut keeps me like a Hottentot $ 
Says, Dreffing plain, at fmall Expence, 
Shews better Taftc, and better Senfe, 
I'd take her Judgment, I confefs, 
Sooner in any Thing, than Dr eft 5 
A Science, which fhe little knows, 
Who only huddles on her Cloaths. 

This Day, to pleafe my Brother Con, 
She let me put your Prefent onj 
And frhen flic faw me very glad ? 
Cry'd out, She looks like one that's mad! 
** Know, Girl, (fays (he) that Affeftation 
*' Suits only thofe in higher Station 5 
f< Who plead Prefcription for their Rule, 
" Whene'er they pleafe to play the Fool : 
*' But that it beft becomes us Cits, 
« To drefs like People in their Wits," 



To 
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To bis Grace the T>uke of Chandos. 

TT7ERE Princes grae'd with Souls like thine, 

1 Princes had ftill been deem'd divine. 

Such Merit as we find in thec^ 

Firft introdue'd Idolatry; 

When an excelling Form and Mind, 

Delighting, had milled Mankind; 

Infpiring with an awful Senfe 

Of infinite Beneficence. 



Were Kings ele&ive, Realms would fue, 
Contending to be fway'd by you. 
Yet, tho' no regal Throne is thine, 
Thou haft no Reafon to repine; 
Since Heav'n, that gave the Monarch's Heart, 
Jteftpw'd thee far the nobler Part, 



The 
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Conchjion of a Letter to the Rev. Mr. C — . 

* ■."> I S Time to conclude ^ fori make it a Rule, 

"*• To leave off all Writing, when Con comes 

[from School: 

He diflikes what I've written, and fays, I had better 
To fend what he calls a poetical Letter* 



To this I reply'd, You are out of your Wits j 
A Letter in Verfe would put him in Fits : 
He thinks it a Crime in a Woman to read — *** 
Then, what would he iay, (hould your Counfel 

[fuccccd ? 

I p i t y poor Barbery his Wife's fo romantick : 
A Letter in Rhyme! Why, the Woman is 

, [frantick ! 

This Reading the Poets has quite turn d her Head ! 
On my Life, (he ftiould have a dark R6om, and 

[Straw Bed. 

I often heard fay, that St. "Patrick took care, 
No poifonous Creature fhould live in this Air : 

He 
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He only regarded the Body, I finds 

But Tlato confider'd Who poifon'd the Mind. 

Would they'd follow his Precepts, who lit at the 

[Helm, 

And drive Poetafters from out of the Realm ! 

Her Husband has furely a terrible Life 5 
There's nothing I dread, like a verfe-writing Wife : 
Defend me, ye Powers, from that fatal Curfe ; 
Which muft heighten the Plagues of for better for 

May I have a Wife, that will duft her own Floor 5 
And not the fine Minx, recommended by * More. 
(That he was a Dotard, is granted, I hope, 
Who dy'dfor affertingthc Rights of the Tope.\ 
If ever 1 marry, Til chufe me a Spoufe, 
That fhall ferve and obey, as (he's bound by her 

[Vows i 

That (hall, when I'm dreffing, attend like a Valet s 

Then go to the Kitchen, and ftudy my Palate. 

t 

f See Sir Thomas More'* Advice to his Son. 

She 
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She has Wifdom enough, that keeps out of the Dirt, 
And can make a good Tuddingy and cut out a Shirt. 
What Good's in a Dame, that will pore on a Book > 
No! — Give me the Wife, that (hall fave me a 

[Cook. 

Thus far I had written— Then turn'd to my 

[Son, 

To give him Advice, ere my Letter was done. 
My Son, fhould you marry, look out for a Wife, 
That's fitted to lighten the Labours of Life. 
Be fure, wed a Woman you thoroughly know, 
Andfhun, above aHThings, zhoufewifely Shrew ; 
That would fly to your Study, with Fire in her 

[Looks, 

And ask what you got by your poring on Books; 
Think Dreffing of Dinner the Height of all Science, 
And to Peace, and good Humour bid open Defiance. 

A v o i d the fine Lady, whofe Beauty's her Care % 
W ho fets a high Price on her Shape, and her Air; 
Who in Drefs, and in Vifits, employs the whole 

[Dajrj 

And longs for the Ev'ning, to fit down to play. 

Chuse 
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Chuse a Woman of Wifdom, as well: as 

[good Breeding, 

With a Turn, at leaft no Averfion, to Reading: 
In the Care of her Perfon, exatt and refin'd* 
Yet ftill, let her principal Care be her Mind : 
Who can, when her Family Cares give her Leifure, 
Without the dear Cards, pafs an Ev'ning with 

[Pleafurej 

Jirfsmung her Children to Virtue and Knowledge, 
Nor truft, for that Care, to a School, or a College : 
By Learning made humble, not thence taking Airs, 
To defpife, or negleft, her domeftick Affairs : 
Nor think her lefs fitted for doing her Duty, 
By knowing its Reafons, its Ufc, and its Beauty.* 



When you gain her Affedtion, take care to 

[prefcnreit, 

Left others perfuade her, you do not deferve it. 
Still ftudy to heighten the Joys of her Lifej 
Nor treat her the worfe, for her being your Wife* 
If in Judgment fhe errs, fet her right, without Pride : 
"TIs the Province of infolent Fools, to deride* 

A Hull 
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A Husband's firft Praife, is a Friend and Trote&or: 
Then change not thefe TitUs, for Tyrant and 

[He&or. 

Let your Perfon be nfcat, uftaffe&edly clean* 
Tho* alone with your Wife the whole Day you 

[remain. * 

Chufe Books, for her Study, tofaihionhcr Mind, 
To emulate thofe who cxccll'd of her Kind. 
Be Religion the principal Care of your Life, 
As you hope to be Weft in your Children and 

[Wife: 

So you, in your Marriage, fhall gain its true End ; 
And find, in your Wife, z Companion m& Ft ieirf* 




Jupitetf 
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Jupiter a/wif Fortune. >tf Fable. 
/^\NCE Jupiter, from out the Skies, 
^^ Beheld a thoufand Temples rife 5 
The Goddefs Fortune all invok'd, 
To Jove an Altar feldom finoak'd: 
The God refolv'd to make Infpettion, 
What had occafion'd this Defe&ion 5 
And bid the Goddefs tell the Arts, 
By which ftie won deluded Hearts. 

My Arts! (fays fhe) Great Jove, you know, 
That I do ev'ry Thing below: 
I make my Vot'ries dine on Plate; 
I give the gilded Coach of State; 
Beftow the gUtt nag Gems, that deck 
The fair Latin ia's lovely Keck* 
I make Novella. Nature's Boaft, 

And raife Valeria to a Toaftf 

'Ti$ 



<*4 POEMS 

Tis I, who give the Stupid, Taftc, 
(Or make the Poets lie, at leaft) $ 
My fav 'rite Sons, whene'er they pleafe, 
Can Palaces in Defarts raife, 
Cut out Canals, make Fountains play, 
And make the dreary Wafte look gay; 
Ev'n Vice feems Virtue by my Smiles ; 
I gild the Villain's gloomy Wiles, 
Nay, almoft raife him to a God, 
While crowded Levees wait his Nod. 

Enough the Thunderer reply'dj 

But fay, whom have you fatisfy'd? 
Thefe boafted Gifts are thine, I own? 
But know, Content is mine alone. 
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Ho the Right Honourable the Lady Sarah 
Cowper. Written when the Author was 
Jkk at Tunbridge- Wells. 

T ETmc the Honour foon obtain, 

For which I long have hop'd in vain; 
Since I, alas! am now confin'd, 
Your Viiit would be doubly kind. 

\^hat Sorrows have I not to fear, 
Ty'd to the Bed of Sicknefs here? 
When all that's human, quits the Place, 
And Winter (hews his horrid Face $ 
Whilft Defolation proudly ftalks 
Along the dull, deferted Walks. 
Methinks the Skies already lour 5 
Loud, from the Hills, the Torrents pourj 

F Th* 
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The Shops arc fhut ; the Days arc dark 5 
Xfid fcarce a Dog is left to bark. 
6, fhield me from the dreadful Storms, 
Which my diftemper'd Fancy forms ! 

The thoughtlefs Fair the Toilet prize, 
There pradife Smiles, and point their Eyes: 
But C ov per, negligent of Aft, 
Chofe, early wife, the better Part. 
Yet from your Mind fome Moments fpare* 
Tfce Stranger be a- while your Care, 
Who now beneath Affliftion bends, 
Far from her Country, and her Friends. 
Come, and my anxious Heart relieve : 
For in your Prcfence who could grieve? 




A Leu 



0» federal Occafiom. if 




A Letter to a Friend* on Occafion of form 
Libels written againft him, 

» 

\ S in fomc wealthy, trading Town, 
Where Riches raife to fure Renown, 
The Man, 'with ample Sums in Store, 
More than enough, yet wanting more, 
Bent on Abundance, firft fecures 
His Rails, Jiis Windows, and his Doors, 
With many a Chain, and Bolt, and Pin, 
To keep Rogues out, and Riches in j 
Ranges his Iron Chefts in View, 
And paints his Window Bars with Blue j j 
Difcounts your Notes, receives your Rents* 
A Banker now, to all Intents. 

F z Suppose 
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r Suppose his more fuccefsful Labours 
Should raifc him high above his Neighbours : 
As fure, as if Apollo faid it, 
They'll all combine to blaft his Credit ; 
But if, in folid Wealth fecure. 
Their vain Aflkults he can endure 5 
Their Malice but augments his Gain, 
And fwell* the Store it meant to dram* 

fHB Cafe in cvry Point's the fame, 
In Funds of Wealth, and Funds of Fame : 
Tho* you're fecur'd by cv'ry Fence 
Of folid Worth, and Wit, and Senfej 
In vain are all your utmoft Pains* 
Your Virtue's Bars, and Wifdbm's Chains 5 
Nor Worth, nor Wit, nor Senfe, combined, 
Can bar the Malice of the Mind. 



The 
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The firmeft, and the faircft Fame 
Is ever Envy's fureft Aim: 
But if it ftand her Rage, untnovM, 
Like Gold, in fiery Furnace proVd 5 
Unbiafi'd Truth, your Virtues Friend, 
Will more exalt you in the End 




*■! 
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An Hymn to Sleep, 
Written when the Author was Jtc%. 

QOMNUS, powerful Deity, 
^^ Mortals owe their JJlifs to thee. 
How long fhall I thy Abfence mourn t 
And when be blefs'd in thy Return i 
Relentlefs God ! why will you flee, 
And take Delight to torture me! 
pr dp you kindly flight my Pray'r, 
To ijiajce me for my Change prepare i 
Ti$ well this Happinefs remains 5 
When you refufe to eafe our Pains, 
Your Brother T^eath your Place fupplics, 
And kindly feal$ the Wretch's pyes. 



Off 
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On fending my Son, as a Trefent, to 2)r. 
Swift, tDeanofSt. Patricks, on bis Birth* 
2)ay. 

\ Curious Statue, we are told, 

Ispriz'd above its Weight; in Gold j 
If the fair Form the Hand confefs 
Of * € Phidias> or Traxiteles: 
But if the Artift could infpire 
The finalleft Spark of heav'nly Fire, 
Tho* but enough to make it walk, 
Salute the Company, or talk 5 
This would advance the Price fo high, 
What Prince were rich enough to buy ? 
Such if Hibernia could obtain, 
She fure would give it to the 7)ean: 

* Two famous Statuaries. 

B 4 S« 
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So to her Patriot fhpuld (he pay 
Her Thanks upon his natal Day. 

A riches Prefent I defign, 
A finifti'd Form, of Work divine, 
Surpafling all the Power of Art, 
A thinking Head, and grateful Heart, 
An Heart, that hopes, one Day, to (how 
How much we to the D rapier owe. 

Kings could not fend a nobler Gift $ 
A meaner were unworthy Swift. 

Dublin, Nov. 30, 1715. 




Oicafiond 
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Occaftorid by reading the Memoirs of Anne 
0/Auftria, written by Madam de Motte- 
villc. InfiriVd to the Right Honourable 
the Countefs of Hertford. 

\TE hccdlcfs Fair, who pafs the live-long Pay, 
! ""*" In Drefs and Scandal, Gallantry and Play ; 
Who thro' new Scenes of Plcalure hourly run, 

1 

Whilft Life's important Bufincfs is undone ,- 
Loot here, when guilty Conquefts make you vain, 
And fee, how fad Remorfe fhuts up the Scene. 

If future Blifs, or Mifery, muft flow 
from what the Heart delights in here below, 
Think how thefe Habits, rooted in the Breaft, 
Will fit you for a Commerce with the Bleuv 



Ye 
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Ye Politicians, who, in Courts to fhinc, 
Study the Maxims of the * Florentine s 
Who, void of Virtue, anxious to be great, 
Would rife, tho* on the Ruins of the State * 
See how dclufivc are Ambition's Dreams, 
See Providence defeating jril your Schemes : 
The Hand divine the well-laid Plot prevents, 
And dallies all with unforefeen Events. 
Yet the fhort- lighted Atheift dares advance, 
Thefe wondrous Changes are the Work of Chance. 
Not (b this pious, penetrating Dame, 
Who to the facred Fountain trae'd the Stream : 
Like lovely Hertford, who her Hours employs, 
To form her Mind for never-fading Joys. 

Excelling Fair! whom All fo juftly prize j 
Who, in a Court, find Leifure to be wife * 

* Matcbiavcl. 

Humane 
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Humane and humble, pious and fincerc $ 
Who walk, untainted, thro' infe&ious Air) 
Thou Honour to thy Sex ! may I purfue 
The Paths of Wifdom, early trod by you ! 
I, who am deftin'd to a low Eftate, 
Free from the Vanities that vex the Great) 
Bleft with a Happinefs to Courts unknown 5 
For I, thank Heaven, may call my Hours my own: 
O may I pafs thofe Hours in fuch a Way, 
As may prepare mc for the laft, great l3ay ! 
That I may, unappall'd, lift up my Head, 

When the Arch- Angel calls Arife, yeDead. 

When all the haughty, pompous Sons of Duft, 
Who here in fleeting Treafures plac'd theit Truth 
Who here, to their Confufion largely quafPd 
Profperity's intoxicating Draught; 
Till drunk with Bleflings, they defpis'd their God, 
Arraign d hi? Wifdom, and defy'd his Rod ; 

Too 
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TT>6 late (hall find* that Arm they durfl: oppofiv 
Can pour eternal Vengeance on his Fq«. 

Reflec t, my Soul, that Day is drawing near ; 
And timely think, what was thy Bufinefs here. 
O Thou, whofe Arm, reached down from Heav'n 

[to favc, 

So lately fnatch'd me from the op ning Grave $ 
Who bow'd thine Ear, nor let me fue in vain, 
Relicv'd my Sicknefi, and remov'd my Pain ; 
In hallow'd Strains, O, teach my Soul to foar, 
To celebrate the Mercies I adore ! 
To Thee alone to dedicate my Lays, 
Who heard my Vows, and added to my Days ! 
Watch o'er my Heart, fix ev ry Duty there, 
And make Eternity my only Care. 




On 
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k On the fDutchtfs of Newcaftle'j Tifture. 

QAY, Worfdcaly where you learn'd the Art 
^^ To paint the Goodnefs of the Heart : 
The flatt 'ring Teint let others prize ; 
You call the Soul into the Eyes: 
There we the various Virtues trace 
Of Churchil's, and Go dolphin's Race. 
Thrice happy Pel ham, to whofe Arms 
Were deftin'd never-fading Charms! 

Written at Tunbridge- Wells, July 1730. 
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A Letter for my Son to one of his School* 
fellows, Son to Henry Role, Efa 



D 



E AR Rofe, as I lately was writing fomc Verfe, 



Which I next Day intended in School to 

[rehearfe, 

My Mother came in, and I thought {he'd run wild ; 
u This Mr. Macmullen has ruin'd my Child: 
" He ufes me ill, and the World fhall know it j 
" I fent you to Latin, he makes you a Poet: 
" A fine Way of training a Shop-keeper's Sonf * 
" T would better become him to teach you to 

[dun; 

" Let him teach both his Wit, and his Rhyming, 

[to Rife) 

" And give you fome LcfTons, to help to fell 

[Cloaths ; 

" Hell have an Eftate, and 'twill do very well, 
" That he> like his Father, in Arts fhould excel 5 
* But fox you, if your Father will take my Advice, 
u He'll fend you no more, till he lowers his Price : 

"A 



€t 



4* 
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A Guinea a Quarter ! 'tis monftrouGy dear ! — — 
You might learn to dance for four Guineas a Year : 



€c Then, Sir, tell your Matter, That thefe are hard 

[Times 5 

i * And Paper's too dear to be wafted in Rhymes : 
€t Til teach you a Way of employing it better 5 
u As, Jxxly the fifteenth, Lord Lcvington ^Debtor: 
" You may rhyme till you're blind, what arifes 

[from thence? 

" But Debtor and Creditor brings in the Pence : 
" Thofe beggarly Mufes but come for a Curfe ; 
" But give me the Wit, that puts Gold in the Purfe." 

From what flie then told me, I plainly difcern, 
What different Lcflbns we Scholars muft learn. 
You're happy, dear Roje 5 for, as far as I find, 
You've nothing to do, but embellifli your Mind. 
What different Tasks are affign'd us by Fate! 
*Tis yours to become, mine to get an Eftate. 
Then, Rofe, mind your Learning, whatever you do 5 
For I have the eafier Task of the two. 

To 

i 

\ 
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To a Gentleman, who had abusd Waller; 

T Grieve to think that Wa ller's blam'd, 
"*• Waller, fb long, fo juftly, fam'd. 
Then own your Verfes writ in Hafte, 
Or I fhall fay, you've loft your Tafte. 

Perhaps your loyal Heart difdains 
A Poet, who could take fuch Pains, 
To tune his fweet, immortal Lays 
To an ufurping Tyrant's. Praife : 
And, where you hate the Man, I fee, 
You never like his 'Poetry. 
The Truth of this your Verfe difcovers^ 
So you abus'd the Confcious Lovers. 

Tho* 
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Tho' in your Principles you glory* 
The Miifes are rior Whig nor Tory* 
So from your Sentence they appeal^ 
Nor will be judg'd by Tarty Zeal; 
Whene'er a Poet's to be try'd, 
Let Tope hereafter be your Guidfc. 
" * Survey the Whole, nor feek (light Faultfc W 
u Where Nature mdves; and Rapture #arms the 

[Mind; 
* mPty m Criticifm. 




O ^ Wrium 
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Written for my Son, in a Bible which was 
prefented to him. 

TTTELCOME, thoufacred, folemn Gueft, 

Who com'ft to guide me to the Bleft. 
O Fountain of eternal Truth, 
Thou gracious Guardian of my Youth ! 
True Wifdom to my Soul difpenfc, 
That I may learn thy Will from hence: 
Still let me make thy Word my Rule, 
And ftill defpife the f corning Fool. 
lnfpk'd from thence, my Verfe fhall foar, 
Till Time itfelf (hall be no more. 

Alas, 
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Alas, my Sotflf and what is great, 
In Glory of a mortal Date i 
Henceforth this vain Ambition fpare> 
And be Eternity thy Care. 




G i 



To 
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To Mr. Rofej fent in the Name of the Uo» 
nourable Mr. Barry, one of his Schoolfel- 
lows : Written by the Rev. %)r. T — * 
Occafiorid by the foregoing Verfes, p. 78. 



BELI 
w: 



EVE me, Rofe y howe'er this Con. may 

[plcafc, 

With flowing Numbers* atid an cafy Phrafe 5 
With Wit, with Humour, and with ev'ry Art, 
That fteals the Ear, and ravifhes the Heart $ 
Howe'er his Verfes are with Rapture read, 
They ne'er could fpring from his poor Baby Heack 
Ko f no, dear Rofe, his Tricks are too well known $ 
They are his Mother's Verfes, not his own. 



Presumptuous Youth! this dang'rous Art 

[forbear? 

Nor tempt a Chara&er beyond thy Sphere* 

Let 
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Let meaner Flames thy tender Bread infpire 5 

Touch not a Beam of hers 'Tis facrcd Fire ! 

Phoebus might truft thy Mother with his Sun 5 
But you, fond Boy, may prove a Phaeton. 




G } 



Wriltm 
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Written for my Son, to Mr. Barry $ occafiorid 
hy the foregoing Verfes. 

(£* INCE Phoebus makes your Verfe divine, 
^"^ Since the God glows in ev'ry line $ 
Why fhould you think, but I, with Eafe, 
Might write my native, artlefsLays? 

M y Mother told me many a Time, 
That Double-dealing was a Crime : 
Alas ! and is it only fo, 
In us, whofe Birth and Fortune's low ? 
For you, tho* nobly born, defcend 
To injure, yet appear a Friend 5 
And fecm to make my Praife your Aim ? 
With mpre Succefs to wound my Fame. 



§9 
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So your Apollo's Priefts, of old, 
( As by his Poets we are told ) 
With glorious Wreaths the Viftim dreft; 
Then plung'd the Poniard in his Breaft. 




G 4 
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\Jpon my Sons jpeahng Latin in School tp 
lefi Advantage than Englifh : Written as 
from a Schoolfellow. By Mrs. Grierfon, 



THUS twice detected, Con. thy Ptide give 
And hope to triumph in out School nq 

- ' , • ' [more. 1 

Tho* you fpeak EngHjk Verfe with^taceful Eafe* 
Tho' ev'ry Motion, Afr, and Accent, pleafe 5 
Tho* ev'ry Speech a crouded Audience draws ; 
'And ev'ry Line be echo'd with Applaufe j 
Vet now thy undeceiv'd Companions fee, 
The Mufc, thy Mother, only fpeaks in thee. 



We knew long ftnce, your Verfe, fo much. 

[admir'd, 

By hcc fuperior Genius was rn fpir'd i 

And 



Qn femeral Occafiont. 8$ 

And by your Latin Speech, this Day, you've 

[Ihown, 

your graceful Aftion too was hers alone. 
In learned Languages had fhe been skill'd, 
Still with your Praifes had our School been fiifri 



Yet, Youth, repine not at impartial Fate j 
Nor mourn thofe Ills, that muft attend the Croat. 
For had (he been with meaner Talents born 5 
Did no uncommon Gifts her Mind adorn ; 
Had (he been moulded like the ftupid Rage, 
Whom Culture can't exalt, nor Science grace j 
Phoebus *had then not ftudy'd to contrQul. 
The future Grandeur of her foaring Soul. 
But, when he faw each Mufe, with endiefs Pains, 
Forming the curious Texture of her Brains 5 
When he beheld tfeeixi anxious to infpire 
A double Portion of celcftial Fire 5 
Grown jealous for the Honour of the Dead, 
He thus, in Anger, to the Virgins faid : 

l « In 
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« iNvainyouftrive, with fuch unwcary'd Care, 

" To grace the Brcaft of this accomplifh'd Fair : 

€€ In vain ye labour to adorn her Mind 

11 With tuneful Numbers, and with Senfe rcfin'd 5 

« With ev'ry Elegance of Thought and Phtafe: 

« With VtrgiTs Purity, and Ow/sEafe; 

" Tho' rfie with them in all their Graces vie * 

" Yet 1*11 their univerfal Tongue deny. 

€< For if, like them, flie could unfold her Mind 

" In Language underftood by all Mankind 5 

" Their matchlefs Fame, thro' many Ages won, 

" (Her Sex might boaft) would be in 00*out~doae* 
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Jin Apology written for my Son to the Reve- 
rend Mr. Sampfon, who had invited fomt 
Friends to celebrate Lord Cartereu Birth" 
%)ay, at Mount-Carceret near Dublin $ 
and defird my Son to write on that Occafion. 

T XT IT H Joy your Summons we obey, 

* * And come to celebrate this Day. 
Yet I, alas! defpair to pleafej 
For you require exalted Lays : 
And, let me write whate'er I wilJ, 
You'll think my Verfc deficient dill j 
Altho' the Task I now decline, 
Asks no Affiftance from the Nine s 
For Nature, better far than Art, 
pan paint the honeft, grateful Heart. 



Heav'm 
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He av'n knows how much I rack'd my JJcad,, 
(For beaten Paths I fcorn to tread) 
Jo tell the Vice-Roy fomcthing ncw^ 
Who gracioufly diftinguilh'd you j 
Who had your Merit in hi* Eye, 
When Prelates often pafs'd it by. 
What Bleffings muft the People (hare, 
^Where Virtue is the Ruler's Care ! 

Some Lines I wrote 5 which feem'd fo fiuc x 
My Mother cry'd, " They can't be thine : 
(Alas ! there needs but little Care 
In Sons, to pleafe a Mother's Ear) 
€< Maro might own fuch Lines as thefe, 
" Nor with more Elegance could praife : 
* This is the true poetic Fire : 
" But fuch a Subjeft muft infpirc ; 

" What 
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u What beauteous Images are here! 
" Cmftantia help'd you now> I fear : 
" It muft be fo i you are not able ■ • 
Then I by Chance upon the Table 
* The Birth bf manly Virtue fpy'd j 
So threw my ufelefs Pen afidc. 
And fet my Verfes in a Flame, 
Nor dar'd to touch the hallow'd Theme : 
For there the God his Pow'r difplays, 
And leaves no Room for mortal Praife. 

* A Poem m £■ ' ■ v €" ■■■ . 
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An Apology to Dr. Clayton, Bijbop <^*Kil- 
lala, and his Lady, who had promts' d to 
dine with the Author, 



M 



Y Lord of Killala, I find to my Sorrow, 



I can't have the Honour I hop'd for, To 

[morrow. 

But why I'm fo wretched, my * Friend muft 

[rehearfc; 

For I never can write my Vexations in Verfe. 

£>ifappointments are fent to poor Mortals to fliow, 

'Tis in vain to exped to be happy below. 

Yet you ve a fair Profpeft, it muft be confefs'd, 

Who with Fortune, and Station, and 'Delia are 

[blcfs'dj 
With 'Delia, whofe Soul is fo fitted for you, 

Who (hares, with fuch Pleafure, the Good which 

[you do j 
* The Lady who deliver* J t ha Apology, Dublin, May i, 17304 

Who 
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Who vifits your See with far other Defigns, 
Than conning your Rent-rolls, and railing your 

[Fines. 

No longer let Rome her old Argument boaft, 
That by Marriage the End of thePriefthood is loft j 
That, toil'd and entangled in Family Cares, 
The Clergy forget their celeftial Affairs : 
For, had fhe known Delia, flie muft have confefs'd, 
That the Church, in the Marriage of Prelates, was 

[blcfi'd. 
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Written for my Son, upon Lady Santryl 
wwi^ /o School, to fie her Son 7 andgtifi 
ting the Scholars a &lay-2)ay. 

SO Ceres, lovely and divine, 
£ager to fee her Troferpine, 
Bleiling the Nations as fhe pafs'd, 
Reach'd the fell Tyrant's Court at laft j 
Around her fhot a Gleam of Light; 
DifFufing Joy; difpelling Night 5 
And, whilft (he gilds the difmd Gloom; 
The Damn'd a- while forg6t their Doom i 
The c Danaids no longer fill 5 
And Sifyphus's Stone flood ftill 5 

7&i. 



"» 
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Ixion wonders why he ftrovc, 
With impious Arts, to rival *fove*> 
Grim Tluto fmil'd 5 all Hell look'd gay, 
Happy, as wc were Yefterday. 



w 




H 



Written 
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JtS^fcO©3O«*©O3CC30©C3©3O00O65e55>. 

Written for my Son to his Mafler, on the An- 
niverfary of the Battle of the Boyne* 

TT S what we owe great William then 
^ Forgotten by ungrateful Men? 
And has His Fame run out its Date, 
Who fnatch'd us from the Brink of Fate ? 
Elfe, why (hould Scholars, Sir, I pray, 
Be Prifners on this glorious Day 5 
When Nassau's Arms, by Heav'n's Decree, 
Devoted it to Liberty? 




An 
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An Apology for my Son to bis Majter, for 
not bringing an Exercife on the Coronation 
IDay. 

TT7HY are we Scholars plagu'd to write, 

On Days devoted to Delight t 
In Honour of the King, I'd play 
.Upon his Coronation Day : 
But as for Loyalty in Rhyme, 
Defer that to another Time. 

Now to excufe this to my Matter ■ - 
(This Want of Rhyme's a fad Difatter) 
Sir, we confefe you take great Pains, 
And break your own, to mend our Brains. 
You ftrive to make us Icarn'd, and wife j 

But to what End > We (hall not rife : 

H 2 In 
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In vain fhould at Preferment aim, 
Whilft Strangers make their happier Claim, 
Why fhould we labour to excel, 
Doom'd in Obfcurity to dwell > 
Then, fince our Welfare gives you Pain, 
(And yet your Toil may prove in vain) 
I wtfh, for your, and for our Eafe> 
That all were Coronation Days. 




Written 
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Written from Dublin,, to a Lady in the 

Country. 

\ Wretch, in fmoaky 'Dublin pent, 

t -Who rarely- fees the Firmament, . 
You gracioufly invite, to view • 

The Sun's enliv ning Rays with you % 
To change the Town for flow>y pleads, 
And ling beneath the fylvan Shades. 

You'rb kind in vain — ~It will not be — 
Retirement was deny'd to me 5 
Doom'd by inexorable Fate, 
To pafs thro' crouded Scenes I hate. 
O with .what Joy could I furvey , 
The- rifmg, glorious Source of Day ! 

H 3 Attend 
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Attend the Shepherd's fleecy Care, 
Tranfportcd with the vernal Air $ 
Behold the Meadow's painted Pride, 
Or fee the limpid Waters glide* 
Survey the diftant, fhaded Hills, 
And, penfive, hear the murm'ring Rills. 

Thro* your Ver failles with Pleafurc rove, 
Admire the Gardens, and the Grove; 
See Nature's bounteous Hand adorn 
The blufhing Peach, and blooming Thorn $ 
Beheld the Birds diflcnd their Throats, 
And hear their wild, melodious Notes. 

Delighted, thro' your Faftures roam, 
Or fee the Kine come lowing home ; 
Whofe od'rous Breaths a Joy impart, 
That Tooths the Senfe, and glads the Heart; 

With 
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With Pkafurc view the frothing Pails, 

And filent hear the creaking Rails * 

See whittling Hinds attend their Ploughs! 

Who never hear of broken Vows 5 

Where no Ambition to be great, 

E'er taught the Nymph, or Swain, Deceit* 

Thus thro' the Day, delighted, run 5 
Then raptur'd view the fetting Sun 5 
The rich, diffufive God behold, 
On diftant Mountains pouring Gold, 
Gilding the beauteous, rifing Spire, 
While Cryftal Windows glow with Fire 5 
Gaze, till he quit the Weftern Skies, 
And long to fee his Sifter rife 5 
Prefer the filent, Silver Moon 
To the too radiant, noify Noon. 

H 4 Or 
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Or Northward tuf ri, with new Delight, 
To mark what Triumphs wait the Night* 
When Shepherds think the Heav'ns forefhow 
Some dire Commotions here below 5 
When Light the human Form aflumes, 
And Champions meet with nodding Plumes, 
With Silver Streamers, wide unfurl'd, 
And gleaming Spears amaze the World, 

Thence to the higher Heav'ns I foar, 
And the great Architect adore 5 
Behold what Worlds are hung in Air, 
And view ten thoufand Empires there $ 
Then proftrate to Jehovah fall, 
Who into Being fpake them all. 



v ng flpgg 



Sent 
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* 

Sent as from 4 School-fellow to my Son] 
Anno 1717* 

TT Grieve to fee you wafte your Time, 

And turn your Thoughts fo much to Rhyme, 
Be wife — your ufelefs Views refign, 
And fly the fair, delufivc JSline* 



I know, they try their wonted Art, 
To win your eafy, youthful Hearts 
They talk of an immortal Name, 
And promife you the Realms of Fame : 
A mighty Empire, Con. 'tis true, 
But wondrous fmall the Revenue! 



/ 



They'h, 
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They'll tell you Coo, to gain their Ends, 
That Verfe will xaife you powerful Friends. 
Believe me, Youth, this is not true : 
The Great think ev'ry Thing their 'Due* 



Wl 



: *m 






mass? 



T 



Apollo'j 
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Apollo'* Edift. 

IT ERNE's now our royal Care : 
• Wc lately rix'd our *Vice-roy there. 
How near was flic to be undone, 
Till pious Love infpir'd her Son! 
What cannot our Vicegerent do. 
As Poet, and as Patriot too ? 
Let his Succcfs our Subjeds fway, 
Our Infpirations to obey : 
Let beaten Paths no more betrac*d; 
But ftudy to correft your Taftc. 

No Simile fhall be begun 
With rifing, or w'\\hfettii% Sum 

* Dr. Swift. 



And 
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And let the fecrct Head of Nile ...... 

Be ever jbanifh'd from your IfiLc. 

When wretched Lovers live "on Air, 
In Pity the Chameleon fparel 
And when you'd make a Hero grander, 
Forget he's like a Salamander. 

No Son of mine (hall dare to fay, 
Aurora ufherd in the Day. 

You all agree, I make no Doubt, 
The Trophet's Mantles quite worn out. 

The Bird of Jove fiiall toil no more. 

To teach the humble Wren to foaj% 
•% 

YotJR tragic Heroes (hall not rant, 
Nor Shepherds ufe poetic Cant. 

Simplicity 



f 



On fevered Occqfionu jop 

Simplicity alone can grace 
The Manners of the rural Race. 

When 'Damon's Soul frail take its Flight, 
( Tho' Poets have the fecond Sight) 
No Trail of Light (hall upwards rife, 
Nor a new Star adorn the Skies : 
For who can hope to place one thclre, 
So glorious as * Belinda's Hair > % 

Yet, if his Name you eternize, 
And mujl exalt him to the Skies $ 
Without a Star it may be done — 
So TickeU mourn'd his Addifon* 

I f Armas happy Reign you praife, 
Say not a Word of Halcyon^Days : 
Nor let my Votaries fhew their Skill, * 

In apeing Lines from Coppers- Hill \> 

? Rape of the Lock. ' / 

for 
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for know, I cannot bear to hear 
fhe Mimickry of deep, yet clear. 

Wh e n e*e r my Vice-roy is addrefs'd, 
Agaliul the Tkomix I protcft. 

When * Kelly's Beauties you furvcy, 
forget they're like the Milky Way, 

When Poets foar in youthful Strains, 
Ho Thaeton to hold the Reins. 

CUT I'D (hall nc*er miftake another, 
Hot' cv*n + Eliza, for his Mather $ 
Nor (hall his Darts at Random fly, 
from Magazines in Rochford% Eye . 

• J6*. Fnnces-Arabelk Kelly. 
f Mrs. Elizabeth Pemfttther. 

When 
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When * Boyle's exalted Genius fhines, 
Diftinguifh'd in your noblcft Lines 5 
With his own Worth your Patron grace, 
And let Maecenas fleep in Peace. 

When you defcribe a lovely Girl> 
No Coral Lips, or Teeth of Tear I, 

With Women Compounds I am cloy'd, 
Which only pleas' d in Biddy Floyd,. 
For foreign Aid what neci they roam; 
Whom Fate hath amply blefi'd at Home} 
Unerring Heav'n, with bounteous Hand, 
Has form'd a Model for your Land $ 
Whom Jove endowed with ev'ry Grace, 
The Glory of the Granard Race $ 

? John&r/tfQrmy. 
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Now dcftin'd by the Powers divine, 
The Bleffiag of another Line, - -. : 

Then would you paint a matchlcfs Dame* 
And raife her to immortal Fame j 
Invoke not Cythereds Aid, 
Nor borrow from the Blue-efd Maid, 
Nor need you on the Graces call; 
Take Qualities from * 'Donegal, 

* Comtojt Dowager Donegal, Danghter to tht Ut$ Earl of GranarcU 




News 
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A 



"News from St. Jamcs'5. 

Courtier, fummon'd hence of late, 
Was caird to Mines Judgment Seat. 



The Cretan Sage began the Charge, 
Recounted all his Crimes at large % 
His Infincerity, and Pride, 
His Hundred evil Arts befide j 
Arts, thinly veil'd with Virtue's Guife ? 
The modern Statefmens Scheme to rife- 

He, cringing, owns his Guilt, with Shame* 
Yet from himfelf would fhift the Blame * 
Infifts* that fince the World began, 
Kings fcldom rais'd the virtuous Man : 

I (Some 
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( Some Inftances muft be allow'd, 
Tho' almoft loft in fuch a Croud) 
That Courts were other Things of late, 
Than when he rul'd the Cretan State : 
That thofe who breathe in them, will find, 
The tainted Air corrupts the Mind. 

Courtier, the Judge rcply'd, beware — 
Theander has refided there; 
The third of an accomplifli'd Race, 
t Who fiird fucceffively one Place : 
Yet fee the Stream 6f Virtue run, 
Untainted down from Sire to Son : 
Humane their Hearts,; enlarg'd, refin'd, 
With ev'ry Gift to blefs their Kind j 
In Friendship's nobleft Zeal fincercj 
In Honour amiably fevere ; 
Steady to Faith, and Truth, and Right} 
JVith open Honefty, P^lUe $ 

With 
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With no Difguife in Speech, or Spirit, 
But Modefty, the Mask of Merit. 



"5 



TtLJjfy+Minos — --yet you miift agree, 
Thefe Inftances conclude for me* 
They uncorrupt have breath'd that Air j 
But how have they fuccetded there? 
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To a Lady who was JibeUd. 

\T7HEN C)Mhia, Regent of the Tides, 

Pale in meridian Pride presides* 
A Sovereign Pow'r the Goddefs claims 
O'er Seas, and Sea- fupplying Streams j 
The River of the richeft Source 

With Eafe fhe turns, and- cheeky his Courfej 

- • ,** 
His cryftal Clearnefs can defile 

With ev'ry Filth, and Salt as vile 5 

However ftrong, and fmooth, and pure, 

Her Tyranny he muft endure ; 

Till, her Dominion in the Wain, 

He clears, and is himfelf again. 



i-A 
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TjiUs, over black, benighted Brains, 
Fell Envy j baleful Goddefs, reigns 5 
I O'er mortal Paflions, pale, prefides 5 
Paflions, the Soul's tumultuous Tides 5 
Which, in their fierce, re/iftlefs Sway, 
Invade all Merit in their Way j 
With Eafe the cleared Truths confute, 
With Eafe the pureft Worth pollute 5 
Check ev'ry Virtue in its Courfe, 
And taint, impetuous, to its Source, 
The Current of the faireft Fame, 
By forcing Filth into the Stream. 

So are you fully'd for a Seafon, 
Till Rage recoils, and yields to Reafon : 

Then turns the Tide- your Credit clears, 

And all your real Worth appears. 

I 3 To 
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3@$$v '$$$&$$$$&$&$&&$ *#<£ 

$To *#* Right Honourable the Lady Elizabeth 
Germain, upon feeing her do a generous 
ACiion. 

Written as from the Terfon reJievd. 

TT7HEN Ruin tjireaten'd mc of late, 

* " With all its ghaflly Train ; 
Some Pow'r, in Pity to my Fate, 
Sent bountiful Germain* 

Her Soul is mov'd with my Diftrefs, 
And kind Companion fhows $ 

That gen'rous Hand, long us'4 to blefs, 
Quick mitigates my Woes. 

Thrice 
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Thrice happy Fair! indulgent Heav'n 
To Thee was doubly kind : 

To others only Hearts are giv'nj 

Thy Fortune fuits thy Mind. 




I 4 Epilogm 
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Epilogue to a Comedy afied at Rath, where 
the ^Dutchefs of Onpond tyas prefent. 

TT A D I E S, this Entertainment we have fhown, 

Has not been rightly fuited, I muft own. 
Heroic Virtue fhould have been difplay'd, 
And Homage to heroic Vi *tue paid- 
Low Comedy fupplies but mean Delight ; 
Some Heroine fhomld have grae'd our Scenes To- 

[night, 

Firft Fortune's Favours, then her Frowns to feel, 
Unmov'd, unfhaken, on her tott'ring Wheel 5 
With Wifdom bleft by Heav'n's peculiar Care, 
Too great to be elated, or defpair; 
A lovely Form, and an excelling Mind, 
To all that Providence ordains, refign'd* 
Rever'd by All, Delight of ev'ry Eye, 
Humane and humble^ when exalted high 5 

From 
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From Princes fprung, and glorioufly ally'd, 
At once her Sex's, and her Country's Pride 5 
Whofe Soul, fuperior to all earthly State, 
Shines with pewl<uftfe 'midft the Storms of Fate. 

Then had the Audience wept her Woes anew, 
And own'd the Poet was prophetic too ; 
Forefaw Plantagenet's imperial Race 
Would fuch a Heroine give us, in Tour Grace, 




12* 



P O E M 




To her Grace the 7)utchefs of Manchefter, 
and Lady Diana Spencer, now fiutchefs 
of Bedford. 

$be humble petition of little Jemmy Pen, at 
Tunbridge-Wells. 

Ty JT ADAM, I hear, and hear with Sorrow, 
**" That we're to lofe Your Grace To-morrow ; 
Nor you alone, but Lady T>i. 
Where, thus deferted, fhall I fly i 
Am I condemn'd to live in Pain, 
Till diftant Autumn comes again ? 
Till Time, in Pity to my Grief, 
Shall bring you back to my Relief? 

Do 
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Do not, relentlefs, let me moan; 
O take me, Ladies, a$ your own ! 
Tho' Thoufands have your Rigour felt, 
Let me your lovely Bofoms melt: 
Since you to win my Heart have deign'd, 
Quit not the Conqueft you have gain d^ 
Nor Marlbro's glorious Footftcps (hun; 
He always kept the Field he won. 

Written at Tunbridgc- Wells, Auguft, 1730, 
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To the Honourable Mrs. PercivaL 

A ND will your Goodncfs never have an End > 
And will you ft ill perfift to be my Friend > 
To meet me ftill with that engaging Air, 
Still open, ardent, gen'rous, and fincerej 
Still to advife, to aid, to cheer, to blcfs, 
Still to prevent, or to difpel, Diftrefs j 
Sollicit for me with unweary'd Zeal, 
Pleas'd to fucceed, nor flacken'd when you fail * 
Point out each Path to good Succefs from far $ 
And guide me by thy Light, my happier Star ! 



When of ungen'rous Minds I Favours ask, 
And fink, opptefs'd beneath the grievous Task ; 
Hear the falfe Promife, or the feign'd Excufe, 
In Words that mean but more refin'd Abufe 5 



Full 



r- 
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Full in my View thy nobler Soul appears, 

And fwells my Heart, and fills my Eyes with 

[Tears } 

Whilft, to prevent my WHh, your Goodnefs flics, 
No* one kind Look deceives me, from your Eyes, 

Then let good Heav'n withhold, or grant 

[Succef^ 

Add to a Weight of Carefc, or make it lefsj 
By you prote&ed, I no more repine: 
How few can boaft an Happinefs like mine ! 
A Blifs fo great cart Wealth, or Pow'r, impart, .* 
As one fix'd Friend, withfuch a Head, and Heart ? 
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Stella and Flavia. 

QJ 7*£ LLAtxA Flavia, cv'ry Hour, 
•^ Unnumber'd Hearts furprizc : 
la Stella's Soul lies all her Pow'r, 

And Flavia s, in her Eyes. , 



More boundlefs Flavia s Conquefts are> 

And Stellas more confin'd : 
All can difcern a Face that's fair, 

But few a lovely Mind. 

Stella, like Britain's Monarch, reigns ^ 

O'er -cultivated Lands 5 
Like Eaftern Tyrants, Flavia deigns 

To rule o'er barren Sands. 

Then 
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Then boafly fair Flavia, boaft your Face, 

Your Beauty's only Store; 
Your Charms will ev'ry Day decreafe, 

Each Day gives Stella more; 




A Lei* 
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A Letter written for my Son to a young Gen* 
tleman, who was fent to be educated at 
the Jefuits College in flinders. 



TTX EAR Jack, whilft you thro' F lander* roam, 

*-^ Can you forget your Friends at Home? 

Say, will your Tutors give you Time 

To write to Hereticks in Rhyme ? 

A Name they brand us with, dear Youths 

And we affirm they injure Truth. 

Thefacred Page before us lies, 

Which you lock up from vulgar Eyes. 

In vain to Men a Light is giv'n, 

To point them out the Pajhjco~Hcav*n 5 

% 
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If, left their Sight (hould make them ftray, 
Their Guides alone mnft fee the Way- 

I fancy now ytia anfwer thusl 
Lord ! what's Divinity to us I x 

This ferious Subjeft is unfit 
To excrcife a School-boy's Wit; 
Then talk of other Matters, Con. 
Inform me how your Cla6 goes on : 
Are you, poor Boys ! at School To*d»y> 
tVhilft others are allowed to play? 

D£ar Jacity ttfat is our Cafe; 'cif triief 

4 

We envy them, and envy you * 

i. - . . ■ 

Tou, who may ramble from your Booifc 

To view the Towns E u g i *f I o took 5 

Ev'n now, perhaps, attend the Story, 

How M arLBro' won immortal Glory; 

Ki 
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WhilfthCi who tells the wondroiisTaky 
At ev'ry Period turning pale, 
Still fancies Vengeance o'er his Head, 
And asks you— Are you fure Hes dead? 
x T.S. 

I just heard happy News, deaf Boy 5 
And Friendship bids me fliare the Joy : 
Hibernia has not pray'd in vain ; 
* Cyrus will vifit her again j 
Cyrus, long trained in Wifdom'-s School, 
And by -f Man dan a form'd for Rule. 
§ Ramsay, we find from whence you drew 
Thofe Chara&ers admir'd in you 1 . 
We ** C a s. s e n d a n a's Virtues trace, 
And lovely Form in W e y mo u t h's Race. , 



* Lord Carteret declared thtfecond Time Lord Lieut ensnt. 

f Countefsof Granville. 

§ Author of the Travels of Cyrw* 

f* Udf Caneret. 

* 
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O would M and an a crofs the Seas, 
And hear a People (peak her Praife, 
With Britain vie to hail the Dame, 
Who, *Granville, could exalt thy Name, 
Tranfmitting down thy Fame with Care, 
And double Luftre, in her Heir ! 

* Earl </ Bath, Ta?her to the Cjunttfs <rf Granville. 
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To Mrs, S . Written p my Sicknefi, 

T^VE A.R Tficbe, come, with chearfal Face, 

^~* And blefs this defolated Place. 

O come ! my fickly Couch attend, 

And cafe the Anguifh of your Friend. 

Thy Soul, with ev'ry Grace fupply'd, 

Thy gen'rous Soul, in Friendfhip try'd, 

With Wit, and nervous Senfe delights ^ 

And fteals away the tardy Nights. 

Whilft others to Diversions fly, 

You watch the Sleep-forfakcn Eye : 

To Thee was giv'n the wonMrous Pow'r^ 

*£q gild the melancholy Hour, 

To footh the long-diftra&ed Brain, 

And conquer ev'n the Tyrant Tain. 

To 
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To a Lacfy, who invited the Author into 
ike Country. 

IT TOW gladly, Madam, would I go, 

To fee your Gardens, and Chateau y 
From thence the fine Improvements view, 
Or walk your verdant Avenue? 
Pelighted, hear the Thruflics fing, 
Or liften to fome bubbling Spring j 
If Fate had giv'n me Leave to roam! 
$ut Citizens muft (lay at Home. 

We're lonefome fence you went away, 

And Ihould be dead but for our Tea $ 

That Helicon of female Wits, 

Which fills their Heads with rhyming Fits ! 

K 4 This 
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This Liquor feldom heats the Brain, 
But turns it oft, and makes us vain 5 

\With Fumes fupplies Imagination, 

f t Which we miftake for Infpiraticyi. 
This makes us cramp our Scufe in Fetters, 
And teaze our Friends with chiming Letters. 

I g ft 1 e ve your Brother has the Gout 5 
Tho' he's io ft ok ally ftout, 
I've heard him mourn his Lofs of Pain, 
And wifh it in his Feet again. 
What Woe poor Mortals muft endure, 
|Wh er * Anguilh is their only Cure \ 

STREP HON is ill 5 and I perceive 
His lov'd Elvira grows fo grave, 
1 fear, like Niobe, her Moan 
Will turn herfelf and me to Stone, 

Have 



v - On fevernl Occflfions;] 137 

JUve I not caufe to dread this Fate, 
Whq fcarce fo much as fmile of late ? 

Whilst lovely Landfcapes you ft? rvey f 
And peaceful pafs your Hours away> 
Refrefli'd with various blooming Sweets 5 
I'm fick of Smells and dirty Streets, 
Stifled with Smoke, and ftunn'd with Noife 
Of ev'ry Thing — rrbjtt my own Boys 5 
Thro* Rounds of plodding doom'd to run, 
And very feldom fee the Sup ; 
Yet fometimes powerful Fancy reigns, 
And glads my Eyes with fylvaft Scenes j 
Where Time, enamour'd, flacks his Pace, 
Enchanted by the warbling Race ; 
And, in Atonement for his Stay, 
Thro' Cities hurries on the Day. 

P! 
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O! wou&d kind Heav'n ^evcrfe my Fate, 
Give me to quit a Life I hate, 
To flow'ry Fields I foon would fly, : 
Let others ftay — to cheat and lye. 
There, in fomc blifsful Solitude, 
Where eating Care fliould ne'e* intrude. 
The Mufe fliould do the Country Right, 
And paint the glorious Scenes you flight. 

Dublin, 1728. 
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7b Z7/5 Excellency the Lord Carteret. 

Qccafiorid by feeing a Poem, entitled) The 
Birth of Manly Virtue. 



T 



HEPi&ure ftrikes *ti$4ra\yn with woq- 

[d'rous Artf 

Well has the Poet play'd the Painter's Part. 



Tho* Wsyour Glory, yet, my Lord, I own, 
I grieve the Features fit yourfeif alone. 
Put know, tho' ^U agree the Pifture's yours, 
TTis Steadinefs alone your Claim fecures. 
With Pleafure now your Image you furvcy 5 
But fliould you from the Rules of Virtue ftray, 
Should e'er degrading Vice deform your Frame, 
You'4 ftart, like lo from fhe cryftal Stream. 



When 
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Vv;W %/&r has difpjay'd, with matchlefs 
The fleeting Glories of Clarindas Face, LGnCe ' 
She %hs, to think how Time will foon devour 
The lovely Bloom, which gives her now fuch 
But -yours, a LHccnefs of a nobler Kind, EP ° W *'• * 
Difplays the deathlefs Beauties of the Mind: 
Be it your Glory to furpafs the Paint, 
And make the finifh'd Piclure look too feint. 

WHYishehid, who, with fuchmatchlefs Art, 
Calls forth the Graces {hat adorn your Heart? 
True Poets in their deathlefs Lays fhould live, 
And fhare that Immortality they give. 
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To the Honourable Mrs. Percival, on he} 
defining from the Bermudan tProje&i 

By Mrs. Gricrfoa 

QOME Guardian Pow'rs, in Pity to our Land, 
Your Voyage to the Summer-IJles withftand. 
Hcav'n will by other Means convert the Wefi% : 
And you muft make your native Country bled: 
Your Bufinefs there was but to ferve Mankind j ■■ 
And here, for that, an ample Field you'll find $ . 
To Virtue, here, may thoughtlefs Souls perfuadc, 
Inirruft the Ignorant, the Wretched aid : 
Of thefe no Realm, from Lapland to Japan, 
Dilplays fuch Numbers, isis Hibernia can. 
Hafte then, O haikl return* and blefs our Eyes, 
Nor more the Call of Providence defpife : 

Let 



iltt others (till near Albums Court refide; 
Who facrificc their Country to their Pride; 
And fquandcr vaft Eftates at Balls and Play, 
While public Debts' increafe, and Funds decay; 
While the ftarv'd Hind with Want diftrafted lives; 
Nor taftes that Plenty, which his Labour gives. 
Let thofc alone to foreign Countries ftray, 
Who, with their Wealth, their Follies take away.' 
Whatever fuch may aft, where-e'er they go, 
Do thou return, to mitigate our Woe. 
Our Gold may flow to Albion with each Tide* 
But let them with that {Sold be fatisfy'd : 
The Want of that, we long have learnt to bear j 
But Souls like thine accomplifh'd, cannot fpare: 
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^i Mr i. Newans, encouraging her to draw 
Lady KiUmorey'i &Ufare. 

XT U fay 'tis hard to copy well, 
-** Where Nature doc* herfelf excel. 
Allow'd~««— yet dill let me ad?ift: 
Hear as you can, to Nature rife ; 
Nor Time, nor Colours will be loft ; 
The Draught will more than pay the Coft. 
Then dare to draw that Angel Face ; 
The Pencil may the Features trace j 
And, (hould her Air thy Art defeat, 
Add Wings, the Piece will be complete. 
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To the keverena 2)r . L— — . 

Oceafiond by his Sermon for the Support of 
the Charhy-CbildrenatTwbridgt-tydhi 
where, the Colleftion was fmalh 

"T N vain you (hew a happy Natiori, 
"*" TheGofpel's gracious Difpenfationj 
And plead from thence, to bring up Youth 
To early Piety and Truth. 
To unattentive Ears you preach, 
What Miferies alone can teach. 



Tis faid, Hibernia boafts a Flood, 
Famous for petrcfying Wood ; 



Turing 
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iwbrUge> thyMin'ral Streams, wc know* 
A ftfahger Transformation fhow : 
Their dire EfFefts the Wretched feel: 
Thy Waters tarn the Heart to StecL 
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An Epigram on the fame Occafion* 



O little giv'n at Chapel Door ! 



This People doubtlefs muft be poor: 
So much at Gaming thrown away! — — 
No Nation fure fo rich as they. 
Britonsy 'twefe greatly for your Glory, 
Should thofe, who ftiall tranfmit your Story, 
Their Notions of your Grandeur frame, 
Not as you give y but as you game. 




An 
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An Epitaph on the late Lord Mottnt-CafhcL 

^IHILDREN arcfnatch'd away fometimes, 

To piinifli Parents for their Crimes* 
Thy Mother's Merit was fo great, 
Heav'n haften'd thy untimely Fate, 
To make her Chara&er complete. 
Tho' many Virtues fill'd her Breaft* 
'Twas Rejignation crown'd the reft* 
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^f» Apology for the Clergy, who were prefent 
when the Minijter of the *Pari/h read 
^Prayers and preach 9 d twice in one %)ay, 
at Tunbridge- Wells. 

Written attheRequeJl of a Layman. 

TTOW well thefe Laymen love to gibe, 

And throw their J efts on Levi's Tribe! 
Muft One be toil'd to Death, they cry, 
Whilft other Priefts are yawning by > 
Forgetful that He reaps the Gain, 
[Why (hould They wafte their Lungs in vain ? 

When Men were weak enough to prize 
The Chriftian Scheme, as good and wife, 

To 
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To think there was an Heav'n and Hell; 
To pray and preach did very well ; 
When Mortals look'd beyond the Grave, 
A Prieft, for Confcience fake, might (lave : 
But in this learned Realm and Age, 
Where Faith is beaten off the Stage 5 
This happy Realm, where Reafon reigns, 
* And fcorns to drag Religions Chains 5 
Where free-born Britons, ev'ry Day, 
Sit down to feafty and rife to play 5 
And, fince their Money buys their Meat, 
Won't thank their God for what they eat 5 
Where eVn fome Chaplains fill their Place 
Politely, without faying Grace : 

If here, (where Reafon fwells fo high, 
\\ 4arcs all other Pow'rs defy ) 

t 3 The 
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The Pricfts are, like the Laymen, wife, 
Nor hope Reverfions in the Skies; 
( Why fliould they deign to preach, or pray, 
for any View — but prefmt Toy ? 




Written 
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Written at Th. Mead's Jft^ in Ormond- 
Street, tQ Mrs. Me^d. 

T3 OOKS, Pi&ure, Statues, here we find, 
*-*^ And each excelling in their Kind. 
Meads Tafte in cv'ry Thing wc view 5 
But chiefly in his Choice of You. 




L 4 



Written 



mz POEMS 




Written upon the Rocks at Tunbridgc, on 
feeing the Names of federal ^Perfons 
written there. 

TJTITHER, amongft the Crouds, that fljun 

* The fmoaky Town, and fultry Sun, 

In cooling Springs to feck for Health, 

Or throw away fuperfluous Wealth, 

A Native of Hibernia came, 

Thus W|it her Thoughts, but not her Name. 

Hither the. Britons, void of Care, 
A happy, free-born Race, repair: 
Whilft I, who feel a diff rent Fate, 
Lament my Country's wretched State * 

Th? 
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The pitying Rocks return my Lays, 
Juft Emblem of the barren Bays. 

Thus far— When, lo! the God of Wit, 
Who (lightly glanc'd oa what was writ, 
$ufpend, he cries, thy Cares a-while > 
My Sackville foon (hall blefs yourlflc: 
No longer talk of barren Bays 5 
Remember, 'tis a Dorset fways. 




A Leu 
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JL Letter written from London to Mrs* 
Strangeways Horner, whom the Author 
had left the Day before at Tunbridge- 
Wells. Oft, 1730. 



S 



AY, my Hortmjia, in this filent Hour, 



When the pale Queen of Night exerts her 

[Pow'iy 

What Guardian- Angels on thy Slumbers wait, 

To paint the Glories of thy future State 5 

To fhew what Manfions, in the Realms divine, 

Are fet apart for Souls, refin'd as thine I 

Tho' thither, wing'd with Hope, thy Virtues foar, 

Late, very late, may'ft thou thofe Realms explore! 

Alas! I left thee fick: O Shame to tell! 
I fhould have ftaid to fee Hortenjta well : 

But 
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^ut dire Neeeffity, rclentlefs, fway'd $ 
She, ftern, enjoin'd, unwilling I obey'd, 
Torn from thy Sight, how have I dragg'd the Day* 
Which, in thy Prefence, flew too fwift away! 
How (hail I pafs the melancholy Night > 
When will the Poffi arrive, and give Delight ? 
Of thy returning Health when fliall I hear ? 
Fain would I hope, tho' quite deprefs'd with Fear, 

OPow'r fupremc! yet, yet, Hortenjta fparc* 
The Stranger, and the Wretched, are her Care : 
Snatch her not hence 5 we cannot let her go 5 
Still let her be thy Subftitutc below, 
To raife the finking Heart, to heal Diftrefs 5 
To Her was giv'n the Will and Pow'r to ble& 

O WOULD 
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Owould Heay*n grant me, ere I crofs the Main, 
v To fee thy Face, Hortenfia, once again! 
But I muft haften to Hibernia's Shore > 
And never, neyer, lhall behold thee more. 




M 
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fto Mrs. Frances- Arabella Kelly. 

r TH O Day, as at my Glafi I flood, 

To kt my Head-cloaths, and my Hood; 
I faw my grizzled Locks with Dread, 
And call'd to mind the Gorgon's Head. 

Thought I, whate'er the Poets fay, 
Medufds Hair was only gray : 
Tho* Ovid, who the Story told, 
Was too well-bred to call her old 5 
But, what amounted to the fame, 
He made her an immortal Dame. 

Yet now, whene'er a Matron fagc 
Hath felt the rugged Hand of Age, 

3 You 
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You hear our witty Coxcombs cry, 

Rot thai old Witch~ Jbe'll never die, 

Tho\ had they but a little Reading, 
Ovid would teach them better Breeding: 

I fancy now, I hear you fay, 
Grant Heav'n, my Locks may ne'er be gray! 
Why am I told this frightful Story > 
To Beauty a Memento mori. 

A n d, as along the Room you pals, 
Cafting your Eye upon the Glafs, 
Surely, fay you, this lovely Face 
Will never fufFer fuch Difgrace : 
The Bloom, that on my Cheek appears* 
Will never be impaired by Years. 
Her Envy, now, I plainly fee, 
Makes her inferibe thofe Lines to me. 

3 Theft 
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Thefc Beldams, who were born before me, 
Are griev'd to fee the Men adore me: 
Their fnaky Locks freeze up the Blood ; 
My Treffes fire the purple Flood. 

Unnumber'd Slaves around me wait, 
And from my Eyes expeft their Fate : 
I own, of Conqucft I am vain, 
Tho' I defpife the Slaves I gain. 
Heav'n ga^e me Charms, and deftind me 
For urjiverfal Tyranny. 




The 



lii< 



Poem 




The RECANTATION : To the fide 

Lady. 

T^ OR GIVE me, fair One, nor refent 

The Lines to you I lately fent. 
They feem, as if your Form you priz'd, 
And cv'ry other Gift defpis'd: 
When a difcerning Eye may find, 
Your greateft Beauty's in your Mind: 
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To the Honourable Mrs. Percival, with 
Hutchefons Treatife on Beauty and 
Order; By Mrs. Grierfoh. 

r '| ^H* internal Senfes painted here we fee: 

.• They're born in others, butthey#winthce. 
were our Author with thy Converfe bleft, 
Could he behold the Virtues, of thy Bread ; 
His needlefs Labours with Contempt he'd view $ 
And bid the World not read ♦— — but copy you ! 




u 
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Yhe Author t who, had been engagd to dine with 
Mrs.CxCa.ty was excus'd by that Lady, upon an 
Invitation frotn Lord Carteret'*} and the next 
'Day Mrs. Caefar was invited by the Speaker* 
which occafiond the following Lines. 

To Mrs. Caefar, at the Speakers Lodgings 

of'Bath. *' 

\ T7HEN lately you acquitted me, 
" With Carteret I din'd. 
And, in Return, ( tho' grievous) thee 
To Onslow I re%n'd. 

*Tis wife the happy Hour to feize $ 

For, fearch the Nation round/ 
Such Peers, or Commoners, as thefe, 
* Where are they to be found? 

Our 
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Oar Situation's chang'd you fee : 

(How Pleafures fleet away!) 

But Yefterday you envy'd me ; 
I envy you To-day. 
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To the Right Honourable John Earl of 
Orrery, at Bathj after the fDeath of the 
late Earl. 

'""I s ISfaid, for eVry common- Grief 

The Mufes can afford Relief : 
And> furely, on that heav'nly Train . 
A Boyle can never call in /vain. 
Then ftrait invoke the'facred Ninei 
Nor impious flight their Gifts divine j 
Difpel thofe Clouds, which damp your Fire t 

Sljew, Bath, like *Tunbfidge i can infpire. 

c ». Vk ■ ^ 

* Alluding to fime Verfit written by hit Lordfhif, the Tear btfert, «* 
Tunbridge-Wells. 

The 
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The EarTs Anfwer, written extempore. 

NO R. Bath, nor Tunbridee* can my Lays in- 
[fpire* 
Nor radiant Beauty make me ftrike the 

[tyre; 

Ftf from the bufy Croud I lit, forlorn $ 
And figh in fecret, and in Silence mourn : 
Nor can my Anguilh ever find an End * 
J weep a Father, and have loft 3. Friend. 
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Reply to the foregoing Verfes. 



W Hydi 
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did I hope to make your Anguifh lefs? 
[try'd to cure, and I have caught, Diftrefe. 
Suppreft your Sighs, dry up your Tears > 'tis Time: 
Excefs of Virtue may become a Crime. 
You loft, you fay, a Friend, and Father too $ 
But know, Mankind would lofe a Friend in you. 
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0» having Bath. , 

r ■ ^HE Britons, in their Nature fhy, 

View Strangers with a diftant Eye : 
We think them partial and fevere ; ■ 

And judge their Manners by their Air : 
Are undecciv'd by Time alone 5 
Their Value rifes, as they're known, 

Here many a worthy Mind I foiyid. 
With Senfe and Tafte, by Virtue crown'd, 
At once fo truly good and great, 
They knew to bear a profp f rous State, 

Few take from noble Blood Pretence 

i 

To a& or look with Infolenqe : 

M 4 Veins,, 
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Veins, with the richeft Purple dy'd, 
But feldom fwell the Heart with Pride. 
So, tho* the River-Gods, from high, 
With plenteous Urns the Streams fupply a 
Which (till enlarge, as they defcend, 
Roll down, and in the Ocean end, 
Thro* Ages pour'd ; yet, to our Eyes,. 
Old Ocean is too great to rife. 

The genrous Treatment I have met, 
Hath run me deep in Albion s Debt : 
And, could my artlcfs Lines impart 
The grateful Didatcs. of my Heart, 
Lateft Pofterity fliould know 
The Senfe I have of what I owe. 

Dear Bath, a long, a laft Adieu! 
Since I no more lhall vifit you * 



Nor 



> 
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Nor fix'd by Choice, but barr'd by Fate, 
£rom a Felicity fo great. 
G may thy Waters ever be 
Healthful to others, as to me! 
Had Ovidy with prophetic View, 
Beheld the Wonders wrought by you,' 
Medea s Arts he might have fpar'd, 
And Life by thee alone repaired. 
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^ffi Epigram on the Battle of the Books, 



S 



WIFT for the Antients has argu'd fp well, 
Tis apparent from thence., t^at the Moderns 

[excel 




Written 
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Written at Camberwell, near London, in 
the Study of Mr. Wainwright, now 
Baron of the Exchequer in Ireland, where 
the Author accidentally dind alone. 

T T7HILST happily I pafc my Hours 

' ™ * In Camberwelfs delightful Bow'rsj 

From thence the beauteous Walks furvcy } 

Or thro' the fragrant Mazes ftray ? 

Or o'er the Study caft my Eye, 

Where Virgil, Coke, and Horace lie, 

Juft Emblem of a Bofom grae'd 

With Law, and Elegance of Taftcj 

Apollo I invoke in vain, 

Apollo anfwers with Difdain : 



"Mortal. 
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** Mortal, you're here allowed to roam ? 
" And bid to think yourfelf at home: 
€€ O'er the Domefticks then prcftdej 
<* Lqt that content youri Female Pride s 
" In vain you call on me To-day $ 
" tfere Wainw right only I obey. 




r* 
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To Mrs.. Putland, . 

'TTNCOMMON Charms, I plainly fee, ' 
^^ Complcat the Fair for Tyranny. 
Then* left your Form ftiould make you vain 
Of Conqueft, and of giving Pain, 
Thofe, whom your Beauties have enflav'd, 
By me (hall apw be -undeceiv'd* 



v* 



Long was I Fool enough to vie# 
Thy rapt'rbus Shape, attd thought it new j 
Till lately reading % W ali/Br o'er, - 
I found Was A m ore t's before. 




Occajiond 
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Occafiond by feeing the Honourable 

treat a Terfin of Merit with Infokncc, 
who came to make a Requeft to her. 

f*\ ONTENTEDinmy humble State, 
^^ I look with Pity on the Great * 
Who only Birth, or Wealth, refpeft, 
And treat true Merit with Negleft. ' 

O Pow'r fuprcmel let me implore 
Some Little from thy bouadlcfs Store! 
Give me a conftant, fmall Support, 
Without the Plague of paying Court ! 
Let none but Fools, who pine to rife, 
Be curs'd to bow, where they defpifc. 

To 
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To the Right Honourable tie Lady Kilmo- 
rey, with a Letter, which was written 
by the late Lady Roydon, 9/ the Kingdom 
of Ireland, jufi before her i>eath. 

Q1 T ART not, nor tremble at the Sight of this j 
^ It conies not written from the Realms of Blifi: 
Tis true, you fee, your once-lov'd Rovdon's 

[Hand j 

Thence may conclude from Heav'n fome high 

[Command,- 

Confcious perhaps of your celeftial Frame, 

You think you're call'd to Worlds from whence 

[you came. 

Not fo ■ but ere her Soul began its Flight, 
She thought of you, and ftaid a- while to write ; 
Kindly for me her dying Suit addrefs'd : 
Then view it, Madam, as her laft Requeft. 

To 
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To 2)r. Mead, m bis Cape Wine, \ 

\)TOUR Wine, by Southern Suns -refold 
Is a juft Emblem of your Mind : . < ^ 
Like You, the gen'rous Juice difplays + 
Its Influence a thpufand Ways > 
Like You, it raifes linking Hearts, 
Infpiring, and rewarding Arts > 
DifpeJs the Spleen, and conquers Pain, 
Calls back departing Life again. ' 



t > 




■ :.. 



■■■■■■& 



«. j 



On fevered Occafiom. * 177 




To the Right Hon. the Earl. of Orrery, on 
• his Fromife to fup with the jiuthor. 

^ f ^ H O' the Mufe had deny 'd me fo often before, 
*; » I ventur'dthis Day to invoke her once more. 
She ask'd what I wanted j I faid, with Delight, 
YourLosdfhip had promis'd to fup here To-night j 
That on an Occasion fo much to my Honour, 
I hop'd fhe'd excufe me for calling upon her. 

to this (he reply'd, withDifdain in her Looks: 
If that be the Cafe, go fummon your Cooks. 
I told her in Anfwet, How little you eat 5 
Th$t in vain I (hould hope to regale you with Meat 5 
That (he knew, Wit and Humour to you were a 

r [Fcalt. 

Who had, tho* no Stomach, an excellent Tajte. 

N This 
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This calm'd her Refentmcntj (he paus'd for a 

[while-— - 

Then the Goddefs, propitious, reply*d with a Smile: 
If with Humour and Wit you would have him 

[(Wighted, 

What need 1 be call'd? — Let the Dean be invited. 
The Bus'ncfs is done, if with him you prevail j 
For a Boyle, and a Swift, will each other 

[rcg*. 
Cipet-ftreet, Dublin, 




r 
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!7o Alexander Pope, 2j/ej$ Intreating htm 
to write Verfes to the Memory of Thomas^ 
late Earl of Thanct. 

SHALL for the *Afe# of Rofs thy Lyre be 
[ftrung. 
And flccps illuftripus Thanet yetuni'ung? 

Since to diftinguifh Merit is thy Care, 

Let Thane* in thy deathlefsPraifcs (hare: 

LA- me, unequal to the Task, excite 

Thy matchkfi Mufe, to do his Merit Right. 

Numbers, like thine, fhould call his Virtues forth; 

Poetic Mirrors ihouid be true to Worth * 

Disdaining to rcfled thofe glitt 'ring Rays, 

Which flow from Pomp, or from Ambition's BJaze. 

K a From 
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; From Scenes of Woe, unmbv'd,' whilft Others 
And turn from Angoift the unmelting Eye ; 
Thane t purfues the Footftcps of the Poor, 
And filentcrttcrs thro' the lonely Door; 
Sair Tienfy irrhis Train, and Joy> and Health* 
Seeking Diftrcfs, as Others feek for Wealth i 
With. God like Pity evry Prayer receives, 
Each Wifh. fulfils, and ev'ry Want relieves : 
Where Sickncfs reigns^ he, to his utmoft Pow'r, 
Softens the Anguifli of each difmaLHour: 
He fmooths the rugged Brow of anxious Care, - 
And gilds the gloomy Profpeft of Defpair : 
Whilft Libertines on Vice their Wealth employ, 
He makis the Widows Heart to fmg for Joy : 
Orphans no more their Parents loft complain j ' 
In T-H a n e t's Bounty they revive again. 
Nor for this Life alone would he provide j . ^ 
To -Life eternal Thanet was their Guide : 

Nor 
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Nor on Morality alone depends 5 
But to the nobjeft Heights of Faith. abends: 
Devotion's heav'nly Flame . jnfpir'd his Bread 5 
Still in the Tetnple.were his Vows addrefs'd: 

Tho* he ia Virtue's Paths, delighted, trod, 

• ^t ' ** * 

Studipus to pleafe, and imitate his God 5 
The hallow'd Altar, grateful, he furvey'd, 
And there his Jowly Adoration paid. 

' S e e fhe pale, childlefs Mifer hoard up Wealth, 
Afld,^rembLi$& (hatch an anxious View by Stealth 5 
Amafs;thc Alining Ore with guilty 'Care, 
To aggrandize fome dii^nt-wortWefs Heir 5 
WJh> longs, impatient for the folemn Toll, 
Whi^h> f flowj proclaims rhe fad-departed Soul* 
Then eyes yith Joy*he carc-collc&ed Hoard, 
And (pends, profufe, : what Avarice hadftor'd j 
By Fartujtfs fuddpi; Smiles to Madne^fir'd, 
He waftes on cv'ry Vice, what Guilt acquir'd. 
. ! • N 3 ' $0 '/ 



So dwells on Mountain-Tops die Northern 

jTSnow, 

Congeal'd by FrOfts, for Years untaught to flow) 
Till hotter Suns more vig'rous Beams difplay » 
The Mafc relents, the glitt'ring Piles decay j 
Sudden, from high, refounding Torrents'fiow, 
Impetuous rufliing on the Vales below i 
O'erwhelm the Harveft of the pining Swain, 
And curfe with Floods, which (hould have blefs'd 

O m T ha » e t Heav'n its happier Influence fhcdj 
A num'rous Off-(pring grae'd his nuptial Bed : 
And yet thofe Motives to paternal Care 
Stecl'd not his Bread againft the Suppliant's Pray'r. 
Studious to draw down Blefllngs on his Race* 
His Bounties with his Progeny instate. 
Like Egypfs Flood, beneficent he rdfei 
Silent, tho' vaft, his well-judg'd Bounty flows} 

Oer 
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O'er the parchfd Earth it fprcads its ample Courfe, 
Frofuie of Good, but, modeft, hides its Source. 
Ask not, to what his Charities amount) 
So many Myriads fwell the vaft Account. 

Ys vain Pretenders to Xuperior Scnfc, 
Ye empty Boafters of Beneficence, 
Who in the Scorntrs Seat, exulting, fit, 
And vaunt your impious Raillery for Wit, 
The Gofpel-Rulc defective you pretend, 
When you the fociaL Duties recommend; 
In T h a M e t fee them heightcn'd and rcfin'd j 
In Thamet fee the Friend of human Kind $ 
Heighten'd by Faith, fee cv*ry Virtue's Force* 
By Faith, their fureft San&ion, nobkft Source. 
Loudly ye boaft a more than Chriftian Zeal, 
por Virtue's Int'rcft, and the pubiic Weal j 
Bell by Effects arc Boaftiags underftood » 
Cotre, prove your Ardor for the pubfc Good! 

K 4 T & e 
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, The mighty Heroes of your Tribe furvcy, 
Their ev'ry. hidden Excellence difplay ; 
Or dead, or living, fet their Virtues forth} • 
Let all, united, vie with Th-s^t's. Worth* 
Free-thinkers, Moralifts, on you I call, 
Can Tbakjt's Worth be equall'd by you/all? 

... y> / 
Accppt, illuftrious Shade! tfccfeartlefsLaysj 
My Soul this .Homage, to thy Virtue pays.: 
Led by that facrcd Light, a SttangcrrMufc 
Attempts thofe Patlis, which abler Tcet refitfe/ 
In diftant Climes thy Virtue flie admires, 
Jn diftant Climes thy Worth her Strain iofpires. 
•* • . .... 

Long to thy Tomb the Wretched mall repair, 
And to thy Allies pay a filent Tear; . 
Shall jto ihc Traveller thy Worth relate, ; 

And Emulation thro' the World create; 

• * '-.'-■ : "• ~'i ,'■ Ages 



■* • ■ 
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Ages to come (hall celebrate thy Fame, 

And Orphans, yet unborn, (hall blefc thy Namd 

Wh en the firm Bafis of the Earth gives Way, 

And Nature's Self ftiall feel her laft Decay j 

When thofc, who from the Wretched turn'd their 

Too late relenting,, lhali for Mercy ciyj .. 

. : . i 

The Thousands thou haft fed, mall, in thy Praifc, 

Their loud Hofarma's to J E H O V AH rate $ 

Thy roqdeft Worth-, ftiall veil itfelf no more $ 

Angels (hall tell what Th a net hid before 




"». 
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To Mrs. Anne Donncllan, with the fourth 
Ess At on MAN. 



D 



EAKVMdmel*, oft yoo Coftdeicend!, 



With Notes fcraphiCi to tranfport your 

[Friend: 

Then in Return, let Verfc your Soul rejoice, 
Wife, as your ConVcrfCi rapt'rous, as your Voice, 
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Written for my Son, and fpoken by bim t * 
a public Examination for Vi&ors. 

TO you, Athenians, we again fubmitj 
BJewttd, or fuuiih us, as y*u think fit. 
Let Idloicft, iinpity'^, «cct DMgracci 
for Jdlcncfi, dhb Year, is.denWy bafc. 
This is the iBra, this Ihe deffin'd Year* 
For Arts and Sciences to floucifh here. 
The il&jfcx, aacil'd long, to Court repair \ 
And— flanfctotbiok! ftreaUtftefafluwihtt^ 



Who feels not now a gen'rous Emulation, 
When Merit ftifeurt* Jbighcft Station > 
Scholar* may *ure*y hope a better fate, 
W&JA Carteret dircfts the Helm of State. 

O would 



3 
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O would he govern here by Grecian Rules, 
.And chufe a Senate, toprefidc o'er Schools; 
Honour, alone, to pay the glorious Task, 
(A Recompencc no Foreigner would ask !) 
Then kind Britannia, Aoubtlcfs, would confent, 
Hibernia fhould fupply a Prefident. 



* 



Too oft, alas! arc Talents mifapply'd,, "" ~ 
By Parents <Fondnefs, Ignorance, and Pride. * : . . I 
This Grievance then would ceafe, and wc fhould be 
Regarded, as the PublkkV Property : 
Genius alone would be" cohfulted then, I 

(The only Way to make us ufeful Men) . : : 
Artd^aeh would have his /evral Task ai&gn'd»< '> 
As Nature gave the Biafs to his Mind. 

.' ' ' '-■ '.,f.-:. - ■ .\.': •_ •/ 

B oys -of i brutal, crafil Difpofitio% 
Should go* to Spain, to forve the Inqmfition' 

" * * : : " 4 "-'^ * ;r Owhat 

t .... ^ 
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O what & Change in Landlords would appear! - 
Next Age, not one would rack his Tenants here* 

The Lads, who ftudy but to drefc and dance, 
Should cultivate their AVorthlcfnefs in France. 

Those who love Liberty, to Albien roam; 
But, could they bear Oppreffion, — ftay at home. 

Then glorious Anceftors would ceafe to be 
Degraded by a worthlefs Progeny. 
None fhould from noble Blood their Lineage trace, 
Unlefs they added Luftre to their Race. 
That the degenerate OfF-fpring of the Great 
Might be no more a Burden to the State 5 
The Sons of Peers, with mean, ignoble Hearts, 
In Holland fhould be taught mechanic Arts 5 
And Boys of Genius to thofe Honours foar, 
Which high-born Dunces but difgrae'd before ; 

See 
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Sec H* tare, thus, the geatoufe Juice divide j 
The Spirit t'iks, an4 the *Drtgi AibOdc- ' 

Thus tnodeU'd, v« may hope lot happier 
Ourlfle will be reread by diftant Climes ; 
And; left Pofterky, mould think us rude, 
Arid loft, at once, to Shame and Gratitude* 
A Patriot Race mall fing the *Ehaf§er % % Praifc, 
And civic Crowns (hall mingle with His Bays: 
Nor fhall His Works alone His- Worth proclaim, 
(Tho' none, like thofe, can eternize His Namc> 
His Statue (hall be rak'd in ev'ry Street, 
With proud Qppreffion, writhing at His. Feet; 
At his Right-hand fair Liberty (hall fmik, 
Protected by the Guardian of our Ifle j 
On t'other Side, the Goddefs Fame ffiatt ftand, 
With His immortal Labours in her Hand : 
Then fhall each gen'rous Youth, who pafles by* 
Arid fees the Patriot's Image, plac'd on high, 

With 
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With Emulation feel hisBofom fit'd, 
And thus break forth, by Gratitude infpit'd. 



« O Thov, whofc Genius rofe, to favc die 

[State, 

" And (hatch Thy Country from the Brink of 

(Fate! 

« When for Thy Life Bikermia foes in Tain, 
" AndHeav'n no longer will Thy Crown detain j 
u Her grateful Sons, already rob'd in White, 
" Shall hail Thee, glorious, in the Realms of 

[Light. 
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To Mrs. Armiiie Cartwright, at Bath. 

T Q VEL Y Arminaj o'er her Books redintd, 
^^ Impairs her Body, to improve her Mind : 
Of Wifdom fond, as others £rc of Wealth, 
In that Purfuit will facrifice her Health : 
Then, Mifcr-like, when ihe has gain'd the Prize, 
Hides both Herfelf, and Tre'afure, from our Eyes. 
In this alone, Armina, you're to blame, 
Regardlefs of your Health, or Friendfhip's Claim : 
A giddy, thoughtlefs World your Aid require; 
And Ignorance prevails, when You retire. 
Why, Form'd to pleafe ! and why, Improved with 

[Care! 

Js there no End, in being PFife, and Fair? 

To 
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To the Right Honourable the Earl of Tfio 
'rilond, at Bath j <ze?&0 chargd the Author 
with making an Irifli Bull. 

J^ BRIAN, we're in Story told, 

Thy Anceftorswore Crowns of old ; 
In fair HiberniJs Ifle they reign'd 5 
A Country, by their Sons difdain'd ! . 
Too apt to charge their Native Ifle 
With ev'ry Vice of Speech and Style r 
Vet thy *E liza, great and good, 
V Of Seymour's, and of Piercy's Bloody 
(Whofe Anceftors, to Fame well known, 

When injur'd, (hook the Britifb Throne 5 ) 

* 

♦ Elizabeth Countefs if Thomond, Dtughnr tf Obarlc? J?ttk$ df 
Somerlct, mi Lady EMzabetb Picrcy* 

O Will 
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Will not thy native Iflc deride, 
Tho' to an higher Crown ally'd. 
And (hall Hibernia fear Difgrace, 
From Thomond, of Milefian Race ? 
It ill becomes thee thus to treat 
Thy Family's Imperial Scat. 

Great *Boiroimke! look down and fee 
This Change in thy Pofterity; 
Who quit all Titles to thy Throne, 
But Hofpitality alone. 

* Bryen Boiroimke, "King of Ireland, remarkable in Htftory fir his 
Valour in Defence of fa Country, Hojpitality, hue. from whom the freftnt 
Marl of Thomond is lineally defcended. 




To 
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-mam 



To Mrs. Strangeways Horner, with a Let' 
ter from my Son 5 wherein he defires me 
to accept hhfirjt "Prize of Learning, con~ 
ferfd on him by the Univerfity of Dublin. 

/~\ Thou, with ev'ry Virtue grae'd, 

^"^ Adprn'd with Wit, and Scnfe, and Taftc j 

Who, with a Goodnefs unconfin'd, 

Delight'ft in blcfling human Kind, 

Whofc Woes fo oft thy Peace deftroy ; 

Tis juft, thou fhouldft partake their Joy i 

Then in my Transport deign to fharej 

Behold this Letter from my Heir : 

There fee the Pi&ure of a Mind, 

In Duty, as in Arts, rcfin'd s 

O % Who, 
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Who, in full Triumph, could fubmit * 

His Trophies at his Parent's Feet. 

So he, in Roman Story fam'd, 

Who from Corioli was nam'd, 

With Joy cngag'd in glorious Toils, 

To glad his Mother with the Spoils : 

Her Son, by Roman Arms, o'ercame % 

By Roman Arts, mine foars to Fame. 

M e t h 1 n ks, I fee your Friendfhip rife, 
And fparklc in your lovely Eyes. 
Your Heir I (I hear you now repeat) 
I long to know of your EJiate. 

Say — Is it an Hibernian Bog, 

Where Thebus feldom mines for Fog> 

HOkTENSIA, thtrehefometimesfliinesr 
But oft'ner hides his Head, and pines, 



On fever al Occafions. 1 97 

On happier Climes to look, nor fee 
Such difmal Scenes of Poverty $ 
Nor fee an Ifle, by Nature blefs'd, 
By ill-judg'd Policy opprefs'd* 
Her Trade ufurp'd by foreign Lands, 
Whilft Albion faft ties up her Hands z 
Nor fee her Sons in Science skill'd, 
And yet her Pofts by Strangers fill'd. 

But, fince of my Eftate you ask, 
The Anfwer is no eafy Task. 
Criticksy not Lawyers, are to (how, 
Whether my Title's good, or no, 
Ovid has long ago defin'd, 
What Lands are to the Mufe aflign'd : 
*Tis but a barren Soil, 'tis true, 
Not fuch as Heav'n beftow'd on You * 
(Yet, Mifer-like, our Lands you feize, 
And win* but will not wear, the Bays :) 

Q } A fteep^ 
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A ftccp, a flipp'ry, dang'rous Hill, 
Which we, alas! are climbing ftill 5 
Still think there's better Land up higher, 
Which all would gain, but few acquire. 
If low or beaten Paths we trace, 
We're dcem'd an abjeft, grov'ling Race : 
And oft, when we attempt to foar, 
We mifs our Aim, and fall the lower : 
Tho* fome by magic Numbers found 
The Art to gain the higheft Ground ; 
Yet moft of thofe, alas! we know, 
Had Caufe to wifh they'd ftay'd below * 
Rather than be exalted there, 
To ftarve in pure poetic Air 5 
Whilft taftelefs Wights, in Valleys fed, 
Dcfpife the Wits in Want of Bread. 

Yet fometimes we in Story find 
An hiftarice of a noble Mind, 



That 
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That made Apollo's Shrine its Care, 

And blefs'd the -Tribe that worfhipp'd thcr^ 

High in the deathlefs Lifts of Fame, 

Revere the godlike Sidney's Name : 

ThercDoRSET, and Southampton, views 

And there the Poets Montagu. 

Eliza paid her Spencer's Toil 

With Acres of Hibernian Soil : 

And now illuftrious Caroun? 

Refblves to raife the drooping Nine s 

With Pleafurp faw the laboring Hind 

Studious to cultivate his Mind ; 

And deign'd to fmile on * rural Lines, 

Where fo much native Beauty fhines. 

HORTENSIA, I revere your f Friend: 
JMay Bleffings on her Head defcend, 



* Duck'/ JfHtnt. 
f Mrs* Clayton. 



4 Who 
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Who made a Peafant's Merit known, 
And plac'd the Poor before the Throne : 
Thus imitates the Pow'r Divine, 
And proves her Soul ally'd to thipe. 




On 
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On imagining a Friend had treated the 
Author with Indifference. 

f~\ O, Jeatoufy* Tormentreft dire ; 

On Lovers only fcize : 
In Love, like Winds, you fan the Fire, 

And make it higher blaze. 

Put Friendship's calmer, purer Joy 
Thou dofl; not heighten, but deftroy. 




Td 
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To the Rt. Hon. Charlotte Lady Conway, 
on her refolding to leave Bath. 

/\ Charlotte, truly pious, early wife! 

^^^ The Pleafures fought by others, you defpifc ; 

Nor Bath y nor Bath's Allurements thee detain j 

Unmov'd, you quit them to the Gay and Vain. 

But tho' nor Health, nor Pleafure will prevail i 

The Happinefs you gie, (hould turn the Scale* 

O ftay, and teach the Virtues of thy Breaft ; 

Thoufands by thy Example may be bleft 5 

A Mind fo humble, and fo truly great, 

So fitted to oblige in ev'ry State 5 <- 

A Manner, fo engaging and difcrete, 

A Manner, fo inimitably fweet! 

Thcfe, and thy thoufand Charms, who can exprefs? 

Seymour, how vaft a Treafure you poflels ! 

An 
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An Invitathn to Edward Walpolc, EJq$ 
upon bearing he was landed in Dublin. 



w 



HEN I heard you were landed, I flew to 

[the N*»r t 

Intreating their Aid to invite you to dine 
They told me, I came on that Errand too late ; 
For you were cngag'd by the Rich, and the Great. 
Already ! faid 1 5 they were fpeedy indeed : 
However I'll try, and I hope to fucceed. 
Thofe Creatures of Power, who your Levee attend, 
Jfyour Father were out, their Conge's would end; 
Tho' your perfonal Merit is great, 'tis ailow'd* 
Tis the Son of the Statefman, that weighs with 

[the Croud* 

I expeft not a Place, nor hope for a Penfion, 
The Love of the Mufe is my only Pretenfion. 

I hate 
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I hate to abufe and I nevet can flatter : 

I write for no Party, nor either befpatter. 

F r o m the Lands of Parnajjfus the Rents arc ilU 

[paid. 

And England lias cruelly cramp'd us in Trade : 
So look not for China, or Service of Plate, 
Or ought that is coftly, to tempt you to eat. 
Yet a Way to engage you I think I have hit on : 
I mean, to remember our Friends in Great-Britain. 
Two Bottles of Wine, and two Difhes 111 give ; 
Then fly from the Crouds that opprefs you — - 

[and live, 



The firft Glafs ftiall welcome you, Sir, to our 

[Coaft* 

And dear Lady * C o n w a y fhail be my next Toaft. 
With Mirth, and good Humour, 111 make up the 

[Treats 

I know you're too wife, to love dining in State. 

* Charlotte L*dy Conway. 



Tq 
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To the Reverend Mr. Mabell, of Cambridge, 
who has pullijb'd Wropofah for a Tranf- 
htion of Longinus. 



T 



By William Ward, Ef^ 

Bath, Dec. io. 1751* 

HO' great Longinus claims thy aiding Hand, 



And hopes, thro* thee, trnftruft a barb'rous 

[Land, 

Where vile Conceits the Pow'r of Wit confound, 
And true Sublimity is loft in Sounds 
^ Where Folly 7 drefs'd ten thoufand various Ways, 
The Bar, the Play-houfc, and the Pulpit fways $ 
Yet to my Verfe thy kind Attention lend 5 
Pardon the Poet, and indulge the Friend. 

From 
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FROMNoifc, andNonfcnfe, and vain Laughtc 

[free, 

1 ftcal a thoughtful Hour, and give to thec j 
To thec, Conduftor of my heedlefs Youth, - 
Who taught me firft to rev'rence Senfe, and Truth ; 
Virtue to praife ; and boldly Vice deride, 
With all the Pomp of Fafhion on her Side- ' 

Be mold the Scene a motley Tribe compofe, 
Wives, Widows, Maids, and intermingled Beaux, 
All Orders, Ages, in one League unite, 
And to dear Tatfage confecrate the Night I 
Now the Dice rattle in the fouriding Box j 
Now groans the Table with repeated Knocks j 
(Delightful Mufick to the Gamefter's Ear!) 
While ev'ryBofom beats with Hope or Fear. 

A Tafs refounds -What wond'rousTranfports 

InO//'*'sBreaft, and lighten in her Eyes ! 

She fwceps the Board— The Fop, with, ardent 

Admires the Beauty that her Arm difplays. 

But 



V 
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But who, unmov'd, can bear the piteous Sight, 
While Cynthia frets and raves at Fortune's Spite? 
Fled from her Cheek are ev ry Love and Grace, 
And all the Fury threatens in her Face : 
Diftra&ed, loft, with Grief and Rage o'ercome, 
She quits the Dice, and flies to ftorm at home. 
When I a Curfe implore, may courteous Fate 
With fuch a Confort curfe the Man I hate ! 
But is there One amongft the Many found, 
Adorn'd with Modefty, with Reafon crown'd* 
Who treads the flipp'ry Paths of Youth with Care, 
And uninfe&ed breathes in tainted Air? 
If fuch there be, kind Heav'n, afford thy Aid, 
And foften to my Wifh the virtuous Maid! 

S ee the Belle flutter with the fprightly Beau! 
They trip it on the light, fantaftic Toe : 
Nor Words, nor Sighs, their am'rous Thoughts 

[impart j 

They dance, and glitter at each other's Heart! 

With 
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W i f h hondl Scorn furvey yon various Crouds 
Of fupple Slaves, or Lords of Titles proud! 
SthT-nodding Fools! a Mob in Mafqueradc! 
Whom Honours brand, and Dignities upbraid, 

YETfome there are, with Worth andWifdonl 

[Weft,' 

A noble Few! who fatirixe the reft j 
Who fcorn to boaft their great Fore-father's Rays* 
Shiae ofthemfelves, and mingle Blaze with Blaze 
And fuch isOaHERV; whofe gen'rous Mind, 
Still prone, to Pity, feels .'fox Tiuman Kind. 
A Zeal for Piety inflames: his Breaft, 
Tcmper'd with Charity,. in Meeknefs drefs'd i 
Grandeur and Eafe his ev'ry Action guide j 
He nor aflTumes, nbr conde&ends in Pride : 
Add fprightly Wit, by prudent Laws coofin'dy 
A Judgment fobcr, and by Books refin'd : 

Add, 



1 
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Add that the Mufes ev'ry Charm difpenfe* 
To tune his Voice, and beautify the Senfe. 

This to my Friend: And> O! may this iiifjpitc 
Love of fair Fame, and fan the facred Fire ! 
bare to have Tafte, and urge thy glorious Toil^ 
To teach th* Unknowing, and to pleafe a B o Y t tit 
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fffilt'-tif^fl'^irfCfffffffifff^f^'ff 



To the Right Honour ah k the Earl of Orrery 
in Dublin : Upon receiving an Account 
Jrom Mrs. Barber, of bis Lord/hip's great 
Generojity to her. 

By the Same. 

X ET Others fpeak your Titles, and your Blood; 
Accept from Me the glorious Name of Good. 
This Honour only from fair Virtue (brings, 
Ennobles Slaves, adds Dignity to Kings. 

O Born to (hew Nobility defign'd 
Not to infult, but to protefl: Mankind ! 
Well you difcern to (pare, or to beftows 
Kor waftc in Riot, what to Worth you owe. 

Judgment 
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Judgment your Bounty guides ; and all agree, 
Tis Praifc, 'tis Glory, to receive from Thee. 
Gen'rous thy Gifts 5 but more thy matchlefs Arty 
To fpare the Blufh, and doubly bind the Heart. 

Tho' Fortune place mc in a diftant Scene j 
And Mountains rife, and Oceans roll between 4 
O'er Mountains, Oceans, Gratitude conveys 
The good Man's Aft, and wide extends his Praife* 
Strange ! that your Judgment errs in this alone 5 
Barber you blefs, yet hope your Gifts unknown* 
Tis Hers to bring each lovely Deed to Light, 
And force unwilling Virtue to the Sight ; 
>Tis Hers, and 'tis Her Mufe's grcateft Pride, 
A Favour never to forget, or hide. 



Illustrious Youth ! and let me flyle you 
O look with Candor on the Lines I fend ! 

P A Warm 
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Warm from the Heart my artlcfs Numbers fall * 

Nor wait Corre&nefs, when your Virtues call. 

Here, blefs'd with all that human Life requires, 

Superior to vain Fears, or low Defires 5 

In chearful Solitude, in ftudious Eafe 5 

Careful my Confcience, and my God, to pleafej 

I think on Thee, when Want, or Worth, implore; 

And unrepining (hare my little Store. 

So Stars attend the beauteous Queen of Night * 

And faintly fhine, nor emulate her Light. 

Edmonton, April/. 173$. 




» 



On fever at Occafiom. 11} 




43$$$$$$$ 



To Mrs. Ward. 
By the Same. 

/~\ Thou, my beauteous, ever tender Friend, 

Thou, on whom all my worldly Joys depend, 
Accept thefe Numbers 3 and with Pleafurc hear 
Unftudy'd Truth, which few, alas ! can bear j 
While confeious Virtue takes the Mufe's Part, 
Glows on thy Cheek, and warms thy gen'rous Heart. 



Let Birth-day Suits be thoughtless Celiacs 
And Rows of Diamonds recommend the Fair; 
While gazing Crouds around the Pageant prefs, 
Gharoi'd with her Pride, and Luxury of Drcfs : 

P j Far 
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Far other Joys thy juft Ambition move, 
To chcrifh and reward a Husbands Love ; 
To flight vain Titles, in Retreat to (hine, 
Shun public Praifc, and call a Poet thine. 
And know, yc Fair, a Poet can fupply, 
What Wealth, and Pow'r, and Equipage deny. 
When the vain Bus'nefs of your Lives is o'er, 
And the Glafs frightens, whom it charm'd before i 
When not a Trace remains of what vou were, 
And not a Compliment falutes your Ear s 
Without one Virtue, to redeem Rcfpcft, 
Without one Beauty, to forbid Negled $ 
With Tears unpity'd, you may then lament 
The gloomy Setting of a Life mif-fpent * 
Nor Delia's Choice with witty Malice blame. 
Who gave up Show for Happinefs and Fame. _ 

O! If the Mufe, not uninfpir'd, divine, 
Thy bright Example (hall for ever fhine * 

Teach 
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Teach the wife Virgin, where to fix her Choice, 
And weigh no Marriage by the common Voice \ 
To yield with Dignity, rejett with Grace 5 
Nor tire the Lover with a tedious Chacc : 
With Eafe to conquer, and witlji Eafc retain, 
Brighten Profperity, or foften Pain : 
Know Woman's Glory, and her proper End ; 
Live to her Husband, Family, and Friend : 
Thro' varying Life her various Virtues prove, 
Honour her Portion here, and Blifs above. 

Say, What Pc^uafion, or what Arts of mine, 
Could gain a Paffage to a Soul like thine i 
Where Female Softnefs, Strength of Reafon meet, 
A piercing Judgment, and a Wit difcrcet 5 
Where cv'ry Paffion, ev'ry Duty, knows 
Its proper Bounds, and not unlicensed flows. 
Say, for thou know'ft, my ever ableft Guide, 
(One doubtful Ad remains unjuftify'd) 

P 4 On 
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On Mc, on Mc, thy ctyoiceft Favours fell \ 
Could You fo err, or I deferve fo welU 
Inftruft mc thou the happy Art to ftcer, 
And ftill with Modefty thy Conduft cleaj- : 
So in thy Praifcs may the World agree j 
Nor lo^d with Vanity the Mufe and Mc t 

With Song ftill ufticr'd (hall the Morn arife f 
That flicw'd thee firft, all-charming, to my Eyes : 
I gaz'd with Rapture, yet chaftiz'd with Awe : 
Sp the Firft Man defcendiug A n g c ^ s &\ v - 
Speaking, or filent, O ! fecure to charm, 
To win with Wifdonx, or with Beauty yarm : 
The Graces unobferv'd, with eafy Cve, 
form thy foft Accents, and compofe thy Air. 
J faw ? and heard ; nor he^rd, nor faw, unmov'd, 
Unknowing, pr I durft nqt kno^v, I lov'ef. 
What thepec I fuffcr'd, let high Heav'n declare, 
Pitying my Grief, propitious to my Pray'r. 
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Hcav*n try'd my Paflion, and pronounced it true ; 
Hence I embolden'd, and hence fofter You. 
Yet oft withheld, and falt'ring oft with Pain, 
My Tongue half utters, what my Eyes explain, 
Nor prone to flatter, nor to Virtue blind 5 
Not void of Knowledge, and to learn indin'd* 
Nor fprung from noble, nor ungenerous Blood ; 
Boafting a Father honcft, wife, and good 5 
Such long obferv'd, and by long Convcrfe lhown, 
My Temper, Manners, and my Failings known; 
You truft my Vows, and pity Love fincere j 
Hafte to relieve, and fmile away my Fear 5 
Give all you can, and all the reft forfake, 
The nobleft Sacrifice, that Love could make ! 
Of what Avail the Ufe of Wealth to Thee > 
Or what the Blefling, if unfhar'd with Me i 
O doubly honoured by the grateful Mind, 
For what you bring, and what you leave behind ! 



Is 
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Is there a Man in Science not unread, 
In Ample Ncatnefs elegantly bred, 
Of what or Health or Nature asks, poffefs'd, 
Received by all, and by his Friends carefs'd, 
Falfe and infidioiu can the Fair purfue, 
And look on Beauty with a Mifer's View? 
Taught by the Mufe fuch abjeft Souls to hate, 
And hope fwcet Converfe from the Marriage- State, 
I place my Triumphs in a matchlefs Wife, 
Kor feck fuperfluous Vanities of Life: 
Thus, unobnoxious to Detraction's Aim, 
Kor bale Sufpicion can attaint my Fame. 

D e g e n'r ate Thought ! Let fland'rousTongucs 

[afiaili r 

Spread all their Poifon, ail their Rage prevails 
5>o gracious Heav'n reftorc thee, to enjoy 
What Love could leave, bu t Wifdom could employ. 

Mean-* 
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Mean- while myD e l i a manifefts herWorth j 
The Lo(s of Riches calls hpr Prudence forth : 
Behold her now with Dignity defcend ; 
And low, but neceffary, Cares attend ; 
Chearful, what Fortune not allows, refign $ 
And, harder ftill, her Charities confine : 
But Heav'n in fecret fees the kind Intent, 
Each Ad of Pity, or of Bounty, meant j 
Heav'n fees in fecret 5 but in open Day 
Will crown thy Merit, and thy Praife difplay. 
Tho' fmall thy Store, not Millions could fuffice/ 
To furnifh all thy liberal Thought fupplies. 
How oft thy lov'd Sapphira melts thy Breaft* 
Obfcur'd her Worth, her Genius half deprefs'd! 
How oft thy Fancy helps Old- Age along ! 
Or hears the Widow's, and the Orphan's Song ! 
Now vifionary Temples rife around * 
And half thy Empire, GEORGE, is facred Ground* 

From 
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From Thee, my Delia, from thy watchful 

[Care, 

My Little lafts i my Little, Friends can {hare : 
Nor Debts diftratt, nor Ufuries devour $ 
Poor if I am, within my Fortune poor. 
Smile on, my Fair, tho* cautious, void of Fear, . 
Wife to (hun Sorrows, or prepaid to bear. 
Who copies Thee^ (hall never fail to find, 
'Midft Clouds and Storms, the Sun-fhine of the 

[Mind: 

For Piety (whatever III impends) 
Omnifcicnce guides. Omnipotence defends. 



B l essd in Retirement, Competence, and Love, 
Below all Envy, and all Vice above, 
Crown'd with Content, I only burn to fhow, 
( Hopclefs to recompenfe ) how much I owe. 
O born with Genius, and with Learning filled, 
In ev'ry Rule of happy Writings skill'd ^ 

Wfcom 
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Whom Beauties ftrike, falfe Ornaments offend y 
Who weigh with Care each Author's Scope and 
Know why Pope flackens, or augments his Fire * 
And oft, where others damn* the moft admire > 
( So fhallow Wits, with bolder Folly, blame, 
From Parts, the faultlefs Univcrfal Frame: 
But Newton's Genius could the Whole explore, 
See All was good, and Wifdom's Hand adore.) 
ThisVerfc (you know me free from faulty Pride) 
Or kindly authorize, or kindly hide : 
Approve $ and Fame (hall fan&ify my Lays : 
Supprefs* yet Love my grateful Labour pays.' 




Written 
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Written at Tunbridge- Wells, where the 
Author had y the Tear before, been ho- 
noured with the Acquaintance qf Mrs* 
Scrangeways Horner^ who, after, went 
abroad on account of her Health. 

^ I "HE SE Plains, fo jdyous once to me, 

Now fadly changed appear : 
Hortenfta I no more can fee, 

Who patroniz'd me here. 

Fair Excellence, where-e'er you go* 

May Kindred Angels wait, 
To guard you thro' this Vale of Woe, 

To your celeftial Seat. 

Sage 
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Sage Boerhaavb! now exert your Art, 

New Medicines explore : 
A purer, or a nobler Heart, 

Ne'er fought thy Aid before. 

Your choiceft Springs, Germania, give: 

Goddefs of Health, attend : 
Long, long, and happy may (he live^ 

The lonely Stranger's Friend. 
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To Novella, on her faying deridingly, that • 
a Lady of great Merit •, and fine Addrefs } 
was bred in the Old Way. 

iff EPIGRAM, 

\f O U cry, She's bred m the Old Way j 
-*- Then into Laughter fell : 

Were fhe as juft to you, flie'd fay* 
Tou are not bred at alh 
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The Speech of C u P i d, upon feeing him/elf 
painted by the Honourable Mifs Carteret, 
{now Countefs o/Dyfert) on a Fan, 

Written by Mrs. Grierfon. 

"T N various Forms have I been fhown, 

Tho' little yet to Mortals known j 
In antient Temples painted blind, 
Nor lefs imperfect in my Mind : 
Abroad I threw my random Darts, 
And, fpiteful, piere'd ill-fuited Hearts : 
The fteady Patriot, wife and brave, 
Is to fomc giddy Jilt a Slave } 
The thoughtful Sage oft weds a Shrew j 
And Veftals languifh for a Beau : 

Q^ The 
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The fiery Youth's unguided Rage 5 

The childifli Dotages of Age 5 

Thefe, and ten thoufand Follies more, 

Are plac'd to injured Cupid's Score. 

As fuch, is L o v e by Realms ador'd, 

As fuch, his giddy Aid implor'd : 

Tho* oft the thoughtlefe Nymph, and Swain, 

That fu'd me thus, have fu'd in vain. 

Yet, long infulted by Mankind, 
Who from falfe Figures judg d my Mind ; 
And on me all the Faults have thrown, 
They were themfeives afham'd to own ; 
I from this Pi&ure plainly fee, 
A Mortal can be juft to me 5 
That awful Sweetnefs can difplay, 
With which Angelic Minds I fways 
With which I rule the Good on Earth, 
And give exalted PaiEons Birth; 



Tte 
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The Form of Love, fo long unknown, 
At laft by bright CHARissA'sfliown; 
Her Hand does ev'ry Beauty trace, 
That can adorn a heav'nly Face 5 
And of my Graces more unfold, 
Than ever Paint, or Verfe, of old. 

Now hear the God, whom Worlds revere, 
What He decrees for Her, declare, 

Thou, lovely Nymph! fhalt fhortly prove 
Thofe Sweets, thou paint'ft fo well in Love ; 
Thou foon that charming Swain flialt fee, 
Whom Fate and I defign for Thee $ 
His Head adorn'd with ev'ry Art 5 
With ev ry Grace his glowing Heart, 
That throbs with ev'ry fond Defire, 
Thy Charms can raife, or Love infpire. 

Q^2 You 
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You from each othet (hall receive 
The higheft Joys I know to give: 
(Tho' to thy Parents, long before, 
1 thought I empty 'd all my Store ) 
While your exalted Lives (hall (ho\Y 
A Sketch of heav'nly Blifs below 5 
The Blifs of ev'ry god-like Mind, 
Beneficent to human Kind ; 
And I to Mortals fhine confefs'd, 
Both in your Taint, and in your Breaft. 
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To the Honourable Mrs. Spencer, on her 
removing from Windfor to Rookly in 
Hampfliire. 

WHERE-E'ER you go, fomc Adtions ftiii 
[we hear, 
Which make the Goodncfs of your Mind 

[appear. 

Hibernia early faw thofc Seeds of Worth, 
In your fair Breaft, which now fhoot nobly forth' 
Forefaw the Hopes you gave, matur'd by Time, 
And griev-d to yield you to a happier Clime. 
Tho' to the Height of all your Wifhes blefs'd, 
Yet ftill your Sighs can rife for / the Diftrefs'd: 
So young, fo good! Georgina, 'tis thy Fate, 
To be admir'd, and lov'd in cv'ry State. 

Q^ 3 How 
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How docs thy Manner to thy Words impart 
Some won'drous Pow'r to gain upon the Heart, 

Engaging All ! Beneficence we fee, 

Tho' fair Herfelf, yet owing Charms to Thee : 
O fitted Thou for Spencer's Race, who fcorrt 
To think they only for Themfelves were born I 

Lofcdon, September 
20. 1734. 
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To a Gentleman, who fhewd a fine ^Poem 
as his own. 

^^T O more at Criticks, Ned> repine, 

Who fay thofe Numbers are not thine. 
I own I was fufpicious too, 
And thought the Verfe too good for Ton : 
But fmccyoufay thofe Lines you writ, 
The Proof is full, and I fubmit. 

So, if Tha&mantia (hould profefs, 
She owes Herfelf her glorious Drefss 
And Cynthia, Emprefs of the Night, 
Declare (he (bines by native Light 5 
(The* envious Criticks vent their Gall>) 
Id equally believe you all. 

Q.4 T. 
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!To ffo .R/gZtf Honourable John Barber, 7s/gr$ 
Zor^ Mayor of London, 00 committing 
one of my Sons to his Care. 

TO the late King of Britain a Savage was 
[brought, 
Which wild in the Woods of Germania 

[was caught. 

This Prefent fo princely was train d up with Care . 
Aad knew how to eat, and to jump, and to ftare > 
The Beaux > and the Be l/es, beheld it with Joy 
And at Court the high Mode was to fee the Wild 

.. [Boy. 

Reflecting on this, with a politic View, 
I determin'd to fend fuclia Prefent to You. 
In the Wilds of Hibernia this Boy was befet, 
And caught ( as the Natives are there ) in a Net : 

The 
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The Creature has Senfe, and, in my Eyes, is 

[pretty, 

With Talents to make a *good Man in the City; 
Induftrious, and orderly, prudent, and fmart, 
And not too much Confidence, nor too little Arth 
Not fcrup'lous, but honeft, a Heart fet on Gain, 
Whofe higheft Ambition is fix'd on the Chain* 



From You may he copy to wear it with Glory; 
Like You, in Return be honour'd in Story. 

September 29. 1733. 

* tin City-Phrafe for * rich Man. % 
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Spoken extempore, to ffo #/g&/ Honourable 
the Lady Barbara North, on her prefent- 
ing the Author with a white Ribband at 
Tunbridge-Wells. 

*"r^HIS Prefent from a lovely Dame, 
Fair and unfully'd, as her Fame, 
Shall to Hibernia be convey'd, 
Where once, rever'd, her * Father fway'd $ 
And taught the drooping Arts to fmile, 
And with his Virtues blefs'd out Hie. 

• Thomas hut Earl «/ Pembroke. 
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7b #/5 Grdrc *&* fDuke of Buckingham 
and Normanby, at the Camp before 
Philipsburgh. 



R 



ETURN, brave Youth ! fufpend thy Martial 

[Fire, 

Nor, like great Berwick, in the Field 

[expire. 



Illustrious Exile! thou art gone at lad » 
Thy Toils, and various Dangers now are paft : 
The royal Blood, which flow'd in Berwick's 

[Veins, 

Is now pour d out on hoftile German Plains ; 
But tho' in Duft thy mortal Part be laid, 
Yet (hall thy dear-bought Laurels never fade ; 
Tho' to a foreign Prince's Service ty'd, 
You liv'd with Glory, and with Glory dy'd. 

MUSE, 
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MUSE, look not back, nor vainly mourn the 

[Fate, 

Which robb'd Britannia of an Arm fo great. 

On the fad Scene may Princes turn their Eye ; 

And from Ofipreffioris fatal Footfteps fly > 

Of arbitrary Pow'r the Danger fee, 

To Britifb Monarchs the forbidden Tree s 

Which, like the firft, forbid by Pow'r divine, 

Hurts not themfelves alone, but taints their Line. 

SHEFFIELD, fmce martial Ardor fires 

[yourBreaft> 

Make Albion only in that Ardor bleft; 

Nor yet by War alone exalt thy Name j 

Give Science her hereditary Claim : 

Return, brave Youth ! your longing Country grace 5 

Think what you owe Britannia, and your Race. 
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jBy rf Terfon of Qu alitt. 
EMOTE from Strife, from urban Throngs, 

[and Noife* 

Here dwells my Soul amidft domefticjoys: 
No ratling Coaches ferious Thoughts annoy $ 
Nor bufy prating Fools my Peace deftroy : 
Wrapt up in all the Sweets of rural Eafc, 
My great Creator's Works my Senfes pleafe. 
The Mind, in peaceful Solitude, has Room 
To range in Thought, and ramble far from home, 
Others may court the Joys which Princes give, 
Whilft I, in facred Silence, truly live. 




Verfes 
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Verfes occafiorid hy the Sicknefs of Mrs. 
Anne Donnellan. 

I. 
/*"1 ODD ESS of Health, where-e'er you dwell, 
^-* To Philomela fly } 
haften from your rural Cell, 

Nor let the Fair one die, 

II. 

Again her Voice divine reftore, 

And give her Eyes their Fire s 

$6 fhall a World -thy Pow'r adore, 
And raife thy Altars higher. 



^^jpp* 
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An EPIGRAM. 

Q IN CE Milo rallies facred Writ, 

To win the Title of a Witt 
'Tis pity but he fliou'd obtain it, 
Who bravely pays his Sgul to gain if. 




On 
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On feeing an Officers Widow dijlratfed 
<wbo bad been driven to 2)efpair, by a 
long and fruithfs Solicitation for the 
Arrears of her Penfion. 



o 



Wretch! hathMadncfs cur'd thy dire Dcfpair? 
Yes All thy Sorrows now are light as Air : 



No more you mourn your once lov'd Husband's 

[Fate, 

Who bravely perifti'd for a thanklefs State* 

For rolling Years thy Piety prevail'd * 

At length, quite funk thy Hope, thy Patience 

[feil'd; 

Diftra&ed now you tread on Life's laft Stage, 
Nor feel the Weight of Poverty and Age : 
How blcft in this, compar'd with thofe, whofe 

[Lot 

Dooms them to Miferies, by you forgot ! 



Now 
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Now, wild as ,\Vinds, you rrom^your OfF- 
Or fright them -from, you with diftra&cd JEyej 
Roye. thro' the Streets; pr fing, devoid of Care, 
\V»th. tatter'd, GgipcntSi arid ^Khjeyeird Hair ; 
By hooting ;Boys to, higher. Phrenzy.fir'd, 
At length you fink, by cruel Treatment tir'd, 
Sink into Sleep, an Emblem of the Dead, 
A Stone thy Pillow, the cold Earth thy Bed. 

O tell it not \ let none the Story hear, 
Left Britain's Martial Sons ftiould learn to fear: 
And when they, next the haftile, Wall attack, 
(eel the Heart fail, the ^fited .Arm grow flack; 

And pauling cry Xho'Death we fcorn to dread, 

Our Orphan Off-fpring, muft they pine for Bread ? 
See their loVd Mothers into Prifons thrown; 
And, unrelicv'd, in iron Bondage groan ? 

R BRITAIN 
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B R I TA I N, for this impending Ruin dread j 
Their Woes call loud for Vengeance on thy Head t 
Nor wonder, if Difafters wait your Fleets 5 
Nor wonder at Complainings in your Streets : 
Be timely wife 5 arreft th' uplifted Hand, 
Ere Peftilcnce or Famine fweep the Land. 
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Tb Mrs. Mary Ca^ar, upon feeing her jufi 
after the Marriage of her Friend, the 
Lady Margaret Harley. 

i. 

TT Read in your delighted Face, 

-** The Nuptial Bands are ty'd : . 

From me congratulate her Grace; 

Young Portland's lovely Bride- 

a 

' ... * 

Tell her, an hurnble, artlefs Mufe 

Wduld hail the happy. Pair* 
But that, like flow'rs by deadly Dews, 

Her Strains are damp'd by Care. 



& 
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UI. 
Thofe whom the tuneful Nine infpire. 

Have now a fpacious Field : 
To them I muft refign the Lyre, 

To none in Wifhes yield. 

IV. 
May "Prudence ftill the Fair attend; 

Who, with diftinguilh'd taftc, 
InCxsAR early chofc a Friend, 

With ev'ry Virtue grae'd v 

V. 

Who back a thoufand Years may trace. 

And her Defcent maintain, 
From * A d em a rV illuftrious Race, 

Ally'd to C H A R L E M a i K. 

* Sir Julias Ademar, i*fcmJedfromB*rmK&em2i, wlit »*s Cam* 
tf Genoa in tht Rtign tf CharUanaih, *ddtl tht Mtmt tfCae&t tt bis 
vm>, by tht Command tf gsutn Elisabeth, ht htmg Qrmtdfo» ij tht 
Tmtdt Lint to tht Emkt De Citfjirini, 

To 
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TflSOPHROKIA, 

QOPHRONIA, all the World agree, 
^* The Soul of Friendfhip dwells in Thee 2 
Let Envy other Gifts difpute, 
Since here the Fury muft be mute, 
Without one vain, one venal View, 
The Mufe infq-ibes theff Lines to you* 
Tho' I thy Favour (hall not fharc, 
Thy Worth I'm deftin'd to revere 5 
And in Sophro^ia muft commend 
Thejfrw, 4ifinterefled Friend : 
Jo Virtue I this Homage pay, 
Rewarded, tho* you flight the Lay. 

R 3 TqosE 
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Tbose who thy Favour once obtain, 

Need not follicit thee again $ 

Nor ever at Ncgleft repine :. 

Their Wifhes and their Cares are thine : 

Nor at the Grave thy Friendfhip ends 5 

But to Poftcrity defcends. 

Hail, facred Friendfhip! feldom found, 
Tho' fought for all the World around : 
Say, Blefling of the peaceful Cell ! 
How canvft thou in a Court to dwell 7 




Acfvice 
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^C *^ *"^ <^ «^ *"^ <^ «^ *"^ r\^ «^ **\, «^ «"V^ *^ «"^ «"^ <"V^ «^ 

Advice to the Ladies at Bath. 
Written ly a Lady. 

\T E hccdlcfs Fair, who trifle Life away, 

Let either *Bnpwi*LOwfet your Notions 

[right: 

Pp, like the Daughter, innocently gay * 

Or, like the Mother, prudent and polite. 

# Ifdy Elizabeth Brownlow, and her VAHghttr, run* L*<fy Vefcy, . 
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To a Gentleman, who took a very grave 
Friend of his, to vifit one of quite a dif- 
ferent Turn. 

T* Hope, Sir, by this you hav<! found your Account, 

In vifiting Airyi afrid feeing his Mofrni : 
If Froth can delight ybd, you're woridcrous happy 5 
And we know it gives Joy on a Bottle of N&ppj. 
Your Friend would be very much mended, in troth, 
Should Airy beftow him a Dafh of his Froth : 
To keep up the Metaphor, 'twould make him 

[null**, 

And of a four Stoic, a pleiafant young Fellow* 
And Airy be recompens'd well for that Favour, 
If your Friend, in Return; fhoiild make him grow 

[graver. 

This Exchange fhould they make, it would fct 'em 

[both right* 

Since one is too folid, and t other too light. 

X; 
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To a Lady, who vak'd berfelf on {peaking 
her Mind in a blunt Manner, which (be 
calFd being fincere. 

TTTELL you Sincerity difplay, 
* A Virtue wond'rous rare ! 
Nor value, tho* the World fhould fay, 
You're rude, fo you're fincere. 

To be Jmcere, then, give me leave; 

And I will frankly own, 
Since you but this one Virtue have, 

jjwere better you had nme. 



Pro 
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Prologue to TJieodofius : ^oifefl Zy 
Athpnais at the Theatre in Dublin, when 
Lord and Lady Carteret were in Ireland 

Written by Mrs. Crierfon. 

"\7" O-U look furprizM, in this deriding Age, 

To find that Love dares venture on the Stage 5 
Where you, of late feem nothing to approve, 
But what, in Men of Scnfe, Contempt muft move 5 
That after all your Concerts, Farces, Shows, 
You muft attend a dying Lover's Woes. • 

I know you'll be amaz'd at what I mean, 
In all my Height of Fortune to complain : 

Ador'd 
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Ador'd by lyionarchs, and an Emp'roi^s Bride, 
You'll" fey, I need not in a Fret haye dy*d. 
Forbear $ nor witlefs Jefts on Love employ^ 
Alike unjenowipg in its Pain and Joy : 
When you defpife its Happinefs or Woe, 
You but your Want of Senfe, or Virtue, fhow : 
Be humane then $ be touched with Scenes refin d, 
Which, while they raife the Paffions, mend the 

[Mind: 

And, by your Pity of my Woes To-night, 
Convince the World, your Hearts are form'd aright* 

r, if you fcorn to hear what I advife, 
£et great Examples teach you to be wife. 
Lovers are not fo out of Falhion here, 
That Athenais bluflies to appear : 
As fam'd * a Pair adorns {his Ifle and Age, 
As ever could each others Heart engage j 
Endow'd with ev'ry Grace of Form and Mind, 
To raife tlie Love and Wpnder of Mankind : 

* L$rd xnd Lady Carteret. 

Tho' 
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Tho* blcfs'd with cv'ry Gift to merit Fame, 
Their higheft Glory is their mutual Flame : 
A Flame, like that my tender Bofom fir'd ; 
But rul'4 by Rcafon, and by Heav'n infpir'd : 
Their Love like mine, but different fat their Fatti 
As happy they, as I unfortunate. 
But my Diftrefs had never reaeh'd the Stagfc 
Had Heav'n rcferv'd me to the pf efent Age : 
None woulcj have 4Vd my londuefs to alpufe^ 
Had I from beauteous Wo R sl e y learnt to chufc j 
Nor I my Heart on rafh Varanes fet, 
Had I, like her, but known ^Carters r. 




A Let- 
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A Letter fent to Mrs. Barber,'** Tua- 
bridge-Wells. 

* I ^H O U glorious Ruler of the beauteous Day ! 
**• Have fev nteen Years Co fwlftly roll'd away I 
Haft thou fo oft the hcav'rtly Circle run, 
When feared thought thy radiant Courfe begun i 

1 

Never fhall I my fleeting Time renew? 
Muft it all pcrilh in one tranfient View i 
1 wiftv — 1 Alas! my Wilhcs arc in Tain : 
Thbfe ftying Years they never can regain : 
With tapid'Hafte Old Ttnte -the Moments drives? 
And fcarcc a Trace of Youth in Age furvives: 
So, vhcnthe'weary'd Mortal finks to JR.cft, 
And Wry Tumult etafes- in his<Btcaft j. 

Imagin'd 
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Imagind Scenes, and wifh'd-for Views arife ; 

Anew Creation feeds his worid 'ring Eyes i 
- Till Thabus, rifing o'er the fpangled Plain, 
Recalls him from the bright, delufive Scene 5 
\Vith Grief he then perccivfcSth* enchanting Sight; 
The fleeting Creature of oblivious Night, 

WriEN fome fific Voice delights the raptur'd 

[Heart; 

Nature plfcafing, yet irfiprov'd by Art j 
*Tho' trembling- each Seraphic Sound decay, 
And with melodious Cadence melt away; 
The faithful <Echo ftill revives the Strain^ • • . . 
And fweetly charms the Jlift'ning Ear again : 
But Lifej once vanifh'd, will return no mdre.5 ; 
No mimic Thought its Prefcpce can reftpj c^ 

Say. then* toy Soul, hqwmiift I powfufvey 
So many .YcatS, fb qukkiy.fBfttch'd away? 

Awakc^ 
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Awake* my Mufc ! Thou only canft impart 
feafe to my Griefs, and heal the wounded Heart: 
What Theme (hall now employ my youthful Lays? 
Say ! Next toHeav'n* whatSubjed claims my Praife ? 
O impious Queftion ! Dare I ask the Thqme, " 
When a lov'd Parent does that Dutyxiaim? 
The Infant Tree, that, with judicious Care, 
Some Hand defended from the piercing Air; 
With cooling Streams reliev'd the burning Rd6t, 
Or lopp'd, with tender Skill, each fickly Shoot, 
Soon as it learns the Tcmpeft to defpife, 
And with diffufive Branches hide the Skies, 
Gladly rewards the weary *d Peafant's Pains, 
And loads the Parent Hand with annual Gains/ 

Haste then, my Muf^* Sapphira is the Theme 3 
O ftrive, tho' vainly, to enhance her Fame : 
'Her Guardian Care did all my Griefs afluage, 
.Thofe fure Attendants of an Infant Age! 

* By 
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By her conduced to the tight of truth* 
I fail, unlhipwreck'd, thro' the Storm of Youth : 
The heav'nJy Influence of her 6ge Advice 
Points from afer the dang'rous Bocks of Vice j 
Shews, with difecrning Eye, the blifirul Plains, 
Where Peace, eternal, with fair Virtue reigns. 

OThou, whom ev'ry Grace and Worth attends, 
Thou beft of Mothers, and thou belief Friends, 
Indulgently accept thefe filial Lays* 
Accept thy Son's inartificial Pwifc: 
May Heav'n reflore thee to thefe Eye* again. 
And fafely waft thee o'er th' IemianM^A i .) 
O quickly to my longing Eyes repair, 
And ever blcfs me with thy Guardian Care! 



Dublin, Attguft 18. t7)i« 
th* jiHtktr'i tirtkJif. 



(I 



Gmftantine Barber. 
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To the Right Honourable the Lady Elizabeth 
Boyle, ^Daughter to the Right Honour- 
able John Earl of Orrery, on her Birth- 
Day, May ^1735- 

By the Same. 

*K Jf A Y each new Year fome ncwPerfe&ion give, 
-IV X Till all thc Mtffa i n t h c <D aU gh te r live ! 

May'ft Thou her V 1 R t u e s to thc World reftore 1 
And be what * Henrietta was before! 
And when revolving Years mature thy Charms, 
When Pride of Conqueft thy fair Bofom warms, 
May fome great Youth, for ev'ry Grace renown'cf, 
WithTafte and Science blefs'd, by Virtue crown'd 5 

* Lsti C$mtefs 0/ Orrery* 

S By 
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By Virtue guarded from Ambition's Wiles, 
Superior both to Fortune's Frowns and Smiles $ 
Who wears the Honours of a glorious Name, 
Yet to Diftin&ion bears a nobler Claim 5 
Like a new Star, in native Luftre bright, 
That boafts no Radiance from refle&ed Light; 
Allow'd the fifing Genius of his Age 5 
By ev'ry Excellence thy Heart engage 5 
Like Him who blefs'd thy Mother's Nuptial State 5 
But O ! may Heav'n give Thine a longer Date. 
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To Mrs. Frances-Arabella Kelly, with a 
Frefent of Fruit. 

By the Same. 

THO' the Tlumb, and the Teach, with Apoth 
[confpire, 
To prcfent you their Softnefs, and Sweet- 

[nefsy and Firei 

Their Aid is in vain 5 for what can they do, 
But blufh, and confefs themfclves vanquifh'd by you i 
Where Virtue and JVtt with fuch Qualities blend> 
What Mortal, what Goddefs, would dare to con- 

[tend ? 




S i 



Verfe$ 
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F*r/2$ J/*? dfoitf d Fawn'* 2\foj&, «?i&#VJ& 
*zews prefented to a very young Lady y 
caird by her Friends the Ivory Maid. 

By the Same. 

\ S thro* this fylvan Scene I ftray'd, 
I faw and lov'd the Ivry Maid: 
And hearing that (he fled from Man, 
I begg'd this Form of mighty P an j 
To try, by ev'ry winning Art, 
To gain Poffeflion of her Heart ; 
When raging Tempefts cloud the Sky, 
Tranfportcd at her Feet to lie $ 
When Phoebus brightens up the Weather, 
To trip it o'er the Lawns together. 

To 
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To Mrs. Barber. 
By the Same. 

Ncw-YearVDay, 173 j. 

jQ* E E> the bright Sun renews his annual Courfe, 
^^ Each Beam re-tinges, and revives its Force, 
By Years uninjur'd 5 fo may'ft thou remain, 
Not Time from thee, but thou from Time may 'ft 

[gain: 

O might the Fgtcs thy vital Thread prolong, 
And make thy Life immortal, as thy Song I 

Less Luftre waits the God, when he refine* 
The rip'ning Metal in ^Peruvian Mines 5 
Brightens the Cryftal with tranfparent Day, 
<?r points the Di'mond with its fparkling Ray 5 

S 3 Than 
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Than when, delighted, he thy Soul inlpires, 
Informs thy Judgment, and thy Fancy fires 5 
Affifts thee ftriking out fome bold Defign, 
And breathes immortal Honours on each Line : 
In common as His Rays on all defcend, 
So You the Great delight, the Poor befriend : 
As Heat produ&ive His bright Beams beftow, 
So y warm with Life, your powrful Numbers flow : 
As He from Clouds burfts forth divinely bright, 
So Envy fcts Tou in a fairer Light : 
Yet, tho' thus far Similitude we fee, 
One Thing difturbs the wond'rous Harmony ; 
With faded Light the Winter Sun appears, 
Whilft You fliine brighter in Decline of Years. 



**sp** 



An 
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An Apology to the Earl af Orrery, 
2)r. Swift, andfome others of my Friends, 
for falling into Tears before them, on my 
leaving Ireland. 

NOT Terjias Monarch could, unmov'd, fur- 
j>cy 
Thofc num'rous Hofts, which Time muft 

[fweep away : 

He wept Misfortunes of a diftant Date;. 
I mourn the Rigour of my inftant Fate : 
The dreaded Hour approaching faft I fee, 
When you, alas ! will all be dead to me. 
Then ceafe to wonder, if my Bofom rife. 
And Tears, unbidden, rufh into my Eyes 5 
'Tis thus, and only thus, a grateful Breaft 
Pours out thofe Thanks, which cannot be exprefs'd : 
For, O Hibernia ! when I quit thy Coaft, 
Such Friends I leave, as few could ever boaft. 

S 4 The 
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The Peacock. A F a b l e. 

Infer ib'd fewe* a* d Wedding) ♦ to the 
Bafliaws of Utopia. 

/^\NCE Juno's Bird (as Authors fay) 
^*"^ Was feiz'd on by fomc Birds of Prey : 
They pluck'd his Feathers, one by one, 
Till all his ufeful Plumes were gone j 
Stript him of ev'ry thing befidc 5 
But left his Train, to pleafe his Pride. 

Some other Birds admir'd to fee, 
He tamely bore fuch Injury j 
And often on his Patience jok'd ■ 



He cry'd « They tnuft not be provok'd: 



im 
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I'm in their Pow'r, nor (hall debate, 
But yield to my unhappy Fate. 

* 

Yet in this PHght would he rcfort, 
To where the Eagle kept his Court : 
For, tho'.opprefs'd, he ftill was, proud 
To make his Btsfas among the Croud. 



The Eagle, gracious, faw him there 3 
Which envious Courtiers could not bear, 
Well knowing, fhould he tread that Soil, 
He would in time put in for Spoil. 

As Tamenefs Injuries provokes, 
In Birds, as well as mortal Folks * 
The Teacock they aflauit again, • 

And ftrip him of his glittering Train. 



Enrag** 
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Enrag'd at this, he ftamp'd and tore, 
And quoted Precedents a Score, 
That "Peacocks ever were allpw'd 
To fhew their Beauty to the Croud. * 

At this the haughty Courtiers fheer, 
And cry, What Bus'nefs have you here i 
He had a Bight, they plainly faws 
But let him know, That Tewr is Law. 

A t length a Theafant (landing by, 
Beheld him with a pitying Eye : 
And faid, You now begin too late 
To ftem the Torrent of your Fate : 
Yet are ytu not of all bereft $ 
For ftill a fair Retreat is left : 
Why will you here negle&ed roam, 
When you might be rever'd at home ? 
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To a Lady in the Spleen^ whom the Author 
was defird to amufe. 

T X T H Y, lovely L e l i a, fo deprefs'd > 

With wonted Smiles your Eyes adorn ; 

Drive gloomy Sorrow from your Breaft, 

Andfhineout, beauteous, as the Mora. 



The fair Pendarvis bid me try, 

For you to tune my Lyre again 5 
To your lov'd Prefence inftant fly, 

And footh you with fome joyous Strain* 

But if Pendarvis, born to pleafe, 

Does in her native Province fail, 
Nor can your anxious Bofom eafe 5 

Alas! how fhould my Mufe prevail? 

Shall 
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Shall Heav'n, that form'd thcc wondrous fair, 

Behold thcc thus repining lie i 
Dependent on that Guardian Care, 

To blifsful Profpedts turn your Eye. 

Lelia, thy lovely Form furvey; 

Let blooming Beauty plead her Caufe ; 
Her powerful Empire fleets away 

Too foon, alas! by Nature's. Laws. 




0* 
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&5dK* c^ate cC3te c^^te cfeate e*;3te 

On the Earl of Oxford and Mortimer's 
giving bis ^Daughter in Marriage in 
Oxford-Chapel. 

C* EE > in the Temple rais'd by H arle Y'sHand, 
His beauteous Offspring at the Altar ftand : 
There Mortimer refigns his darling Care $ 
To happy Portland gives the blooming Fair* 

Where had the Parent's Pray'r like Favour found! 
Where foar'd fo high, as from that facrcd Ground ? 
What Bofom, but Devotion's Ardor feels, 
When, at the Shrine he hallow'd, Harley kneels? 
At fuch a Sight fuperior Beings pleas'd, 
To higher Notes their Hallelujahs rais'd. 
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To her Grace the ^Dutchefs of Portland, 
with the foregoing Lines. 

* F ■ MS theirs, who but to plcafe afpire, 

"*" On Fi&ion to employ the Lyre $ 
Make Gods and Goddeffes difplay 
The Splendor of the Nuptial Day. 

To paint thee at the hallow'd Shrine, 
A folemn, glorious Scene! be Mine; 

Now lightly touched Some other Hour, 

(If e'er the Cloud-difpelling Pow'r 
Remove the Damps, that chill my Vein) 
Til trace the flight- drawn Lines again; 
Warm # Colnng on the Piece beftpw, 
Till Life (hall from the Pencil flow. 

Lovely 
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Lovely Bride! with Blifs be crown'd, 
Diffufing Happinefs around : 
Beneficent, likeHARLEY, fhine; 
Like Henrietta, grace your Line. 




Verfes 
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* 



Verfes written by Mrs. Elizabeth Rowc, on 
her drawing the Lord Boyle's tPi&ure. 

TTN vain, with mimic Skill, my Pencil tries 

To paint the Life, that fparkles in thofe Eyesfe 
What Art, what Rules of Symmetry can trace 
That Air of Wit, that Bloom, and modeft Grace ? 
What foft Degrees of Shade or Light cxprefs 
The inward Worth, thofe (peaking Looks confefs * 
*Tis more than Beauty here, that charms the Sight, 
And gives our Souls an elegant Delight : 
Were Virtue feen to mortal Eyes, fhe'd wear 
Thofe peaceful Smiles, and that engaging Air* 

Froom, 0&. *. 1734. 

Lord 
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Lord Boyle'j Anfwer to the foregoing 

Verfes. 

]^T O Air of Wit, no beauteous Graie I bo aft ; 
My Charms are native Innoeence at moft. 
Alike thy Pencil, and thy Numbers charm, 
Glad ev'ry Eye, and ev'ry Bofom warm. 
Mature in Years, if e'er I chance to tread, 
Where Vice, triumphant, rears aloft her Head, 
Ev'n there the Paths of Virtue I'll purfue, 
And own my fair and kind Direftor You. 




To 
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To Robert Barber Efq$ ^Deputy to the 
Treafurers Remembrancer in the Court 
of Exchequer, on bis attending, wbilfi 
bis Son repeated Gah Fable of the 
Hare and Many Friends. 

WHILST Gay's unhappy Fate thy Ear 
[attends. 
Thy Heart, indignant, fcorns his faithlefs 

Friends j 

Thy gen'rous Heart, which never learnt the Way, 

A Friend or to deceive, or to betray : 

With Honour and Integrity fo bleft, 

Not Law, infectious, can pollute thy Bjreaft .- 

With Jufticc and Humanity endow'd, 

You rtiine, diftinguifh'd, 'midft a venal Croud. 



"*%&* 



Verfes 
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Verfes fint to a Lady, who took T)elight in 
ridiculing a tPerfon of very weak Under* 
fianding, whom fie reliev'dfrom Want. 

QHOULD you employ your Ridicule, 

On thofc who Pity claim i 
Think, Birtha, is the native Fool 

For Wit a proper Theme \ 



On Vice your hum'rous ..Vein display 3 
Tis meritorious there 3 

Or tow'ring Vanity allay j 

But f O! Misfortune fparc. 



T 2 ' With 
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With Wifdom who endows the Brain, 
To thy Remembrance call * 

Not, while the Wretched you fuftain, 
Tindure 4 their Cup with GalL 




To 
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To Lady H — — - i, who ask'd, Had the 
Author done writing Verfes ? 

r \^ ELL me, my Patroncfs, and Friend, 
Can Age TarnaJJian Heights afcend I 
Sweet Pocfy's light Footfteps trace i 
Ah no ! I muft give up the Chace : 
When Time the Head hath filvcr'd o'er, 
The dear Delufion charms no more. 

But why haft thou, with Tafte endow'd, 
At P h ok b u s* Altar never bow'd i 
Shall Books cngrofc thee all the Day* 
When, lo ! he waits, to grace thy Lay. 



Tj 



On 
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On feeing the Captives, lately redeem d from 
Barbary ly His M a j es r y. 



A 



Sight like this, who can unmov'd furvey 1 



Impartial Mufc, can'ft thou with-hold thy 

[Lay ? 

See the freed Captives hail their native Shore, 
And tread the Land of Liberty once more : 
Sec, as they pa& the crouding People prefs, 
Joy in their Joy, and their Dcliv'rer bleft. 

Now, Slavery! no more thy rigid Hand 
Shall drag the Trader to thy fetal Strand ; 
Nd more in Iron Bonds the Wretched groan 5 
Secur'd, Britannia, by thy Guardian Throne, 



Say, mighty Prince! can Empire boaft a 

[BUis, 

Amidft its radiant Pomp, that equals this i 

To 
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to fee the Captives by thy Pow'r fet free, 
Their Supplications raifc to Heav'n for Thee ! 

The god- like Bounty fcattcrs Blc flings round ; 
As flowing Urns enrich the diftant Ground : 
No more fliall Woes the fainting Heart deftroy j 
The Houfe of Mourning now is turn'd to Joy ; 
See Arms in Grief long folded up, extend, 
Toclafp a Husband, Brother, Kinfinan, Friend: 
See hoary Parents, tott'ring o'er the Grave, 
A Son long-wail'd, to prop their Age, receive ; 
And, Have we lrv'4 to fee thy Face? they cry? 

O ! 'tis enough We now in Peace (hall die : 

O blefs'd be Heaven ! and blefs'd, while Life 

{remain*. 

Snail be the Hand, that has unbound thy Chains I 



Forbear, my Mufcj know Art attempts in 

[win, 

What Nature pictures to the Brcaft humane. 



T + To 
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To * Wager turn; for Wager raifc thy 

[Voice } 

To feed the Hungry, long has been his Choice, 
And make the Heart, born dowrf by Care, rejoice. 



Say, ye Luxurious, who indulge your Taftc* 
And, by one Riot, might a Thoufand feaft j 
Do you not blufli to fee his Care to feed 
The Captives by your Monarch's Bounty freed? 

The bitter Gup of Slavery ' is paft j 
But pining Penury iapptoachts faft. 

And ihall the + Royal Race alone beftovy ? 
Shall not Compaifion from the Subject flow? 



* Sir Charles Wager, who entertained the Captives at their coming 
to London, Nov. n. 1734. 

t When the Captives attendei his Majtff at St. JamesV m tbtrjlavijh 
Habits, to return Thanks fir their Deliverance, his Majefy was gradoufo 
feat'd to erder 100 Guineas to Be Sftributed among tbtm } and 
their Royal Wghneffes the Duke and the Prmcejfes gave above /o mere. 

Shall 
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Shall not each free-bom Britons Bofom melt, 

To make the Joys of Liberty more felt ? 

So, Albion, be it ever giv'n to thee, 

To break the Bonds y and fet the Triiners free 



v^v 
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To a Ladjy who commanded me to fend her 
an Account in Verfe, bow Ifucceeded in 
my Subfcription* 

TJTOW 1 fuccccd, you kindly ask* 

Yet fct me on a grievous Task, 
When you oblige me to rchearfe, 
The Cenfures paft upon my Verfe. 



Tho' 1 with Pleafure may relate, 
Th^t many, truly good, and great, 
With candid Eye my Lines furvey, 
And fmile upon the artlefs Lay $ 
To thofe with grateful Heart I bend 
But your Commands I muft attend, 



SERV1LLA 
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SERVILLA cries, J hate a Wtt\ 
Women fliould to their Fate fubmi't, 
Should in the Needle take Delight 5 
Tls out of Character to write : 
She may fucceed among the Men \ 
They tell me, Swift fubfeqbes for Ten ; 
And fome fay, Dokset does the fame * 
But fhe fhall never have my Name : 
Her Poetry has coft me dear 5 
When Lady C ar t er et was here, 
The Widow Gordon got my Guinea -, 
For which I own myfelf a Ninny. 

OLIVIA lofes oft at Play 5 
So will not throw her Gold away, 

T H u s S 1 l v i a, of the haughty Tribe ; . 
She never ask'd me to fubferibe, 

Kor 
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Nor ever wrote a Line on mc, 

I was no Theme for Poetry ! 

She rightly judg'd; I have no Tafte- — 

For Womens Tdetry, at leafh 

Then Fulvxa made this fage Reply 5 
(And look'd with felf-fufficientEye:) 
I oft have faid, and fay again, 
V erfes are only writ by Men ; 
I know a Woman cannot writes 
I do. not fay this out of Spite 5 
Nor fhall be thought, by thofe who know me ? 
To envy one fo much below mc. 

SAB IN A, fam'd in Wifdom's School, 

Allows I write but am a Fool : 

" What ! muft our Sons be fbrm'd by Rhyme > 

" A fine Way to employ one's Time ! " T 

ALBINO 
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ALBINO has no Gold to wafte, 
Far gone in the Italian fa/te: 
He vows he muft fubferibe this Year, 
To keep dear *Carestini here; 
Not from a narrow Party View 5 
Hedoats on *Senesino too ; 
By Turns their Int'reft he'll efpoufe 5 
He's for the public Good, he vows 5 
A gen'rous Ardor fires his Breaft. 
Hail, Britain, in fuch Patriots bled ! 

Says Belvidera, Since a Wit 
Or Friend or Foe alike will hrt, 
Deliver me from Wits, I fay 5 
Grant Heav'n, they ne'er may crofi my Way! 
Befides, I oft have heard it hinted, 
Her Poems never will be printed : 

* Tme ftuwHf Italian Singers, zetloHfy fufferted By fifferm Ttrtie /« 

Her 
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Her Sicknefs is a Feint, no doubt, 
To keep her Book from coming out. 

Of Wit, fays Celia, 111 acquit her i 
Then archly fell into a Titter., 

A Female Bard! Pul villio cries j 
Tis pojfible fhe may be wife * 
But I could never find it yet, 
Tho* oft in Company we met : 
She talks juft in the common Way \ 
Sure Wits their Talents fhould difplay j 
Their Language furely fhould be bright, 
Before they fhould pretend to write : 
111 ne'er fubferibe for Books, fays he s 
"Fare Gad, it; looks like Tedantry. . 

High-borh Belinpa loves to blames 
On Criticifm founds her Fame : 

Whene'er 
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When-c'er jbe thinks a Fault (he fpies 
How Plcafarc fparkles in her Eyes ! 
Call it not Toetry, (he fays j 
No- — Gall it Rhyming, if you pleafer 
Her Numbers might adorn a Ring, 
Or fervc along the Streets to fing v 
Stella and Plavia's well enough j 
What elfc I faw> was (iupid Stuff; 
Nor Love nor Satire in her Lays, 
Infipid ! neither pain nor pleafe : 
I promis'd once to patronize her $ 
But on Reflection, 1 was wifer : 
Yet I fubferib'd among the reft ; 
1 love to carry on a Jeft. 

BEL IN<D A thus her Anger (hows, 
Nor tells the World, from whence it flows : 
With more Succefs to wound my Lays, 
She gilds the Dart with other Praife ; 



To 
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To her own Brcaft I leave the Fair 
Convinc'd I ihhd acquitted there. - 

r 

AMJM C DA, your Commands, you ftc* 
Tho* grievous, -are obey'd by me* . 
What my Friends told me had been feidj 
Juft as it came into my «Head> 
No matter fop the Plac^or Tim«, ; i - 
To fhew your Bow'r> I.tag.with r S3iy«a« : 

N o w let fbme New* falute, your Ear* 
Tho* I have weary'd youi Ffeai': '• 
Know, * * * has Vengeance yow'd> • ' ■■'*.- 
And in the Furies Temple, bW4 ; ; •'-' '•• 
He but fufpends his W*«k he fays. 

Till he tan criticifc my Lays. \' 

Mklice, thy Rancour I expeft, ; ■ 

And (hall return it- with Negleft$ , : 

Go on, difplay your treafur'd Rage j 
lnyedives (hall not blot my Page ; 

V 
FT N I S . 
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